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The  following  Poems  are  published  with  the  earnest 
wish  to  advance  the  cause  of  the  Great  Master. 

If  they  but  brighten  some  dull  hours;  if  the  themes 
prese?ited  awaken  holier  thought,  and  lead  to  loftier  pur- 
poses, the  writer  will  feel  that  the  work  of  some  years 
will  not  have  been  in  vain. 
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POEMS 


THE    ANCIENT   WORTHIES. 


LOVE  to  read  the  records  divine 

Of  the  good  who  lived  in  the  early  days, 

How  brightly  do  their  examples  shine, 
What  monuments  of  power  and  grace. 

Adam  was  made  in  the  likeness  divine, 

He  was  holy  and  just  and  good  ; 
How  sad  that  he  should  from  the  precept  decline 

And  taste  the  forbidden  and  hurtful  food. 

But  God,  who  is  plenteous  in  mercy  and  love, 
Did  not  leave  him  in  hopeless  despair, 

His  spirit  to  cheer  light  shone  from  above, 
A  Saviour  was  promised  the  breach  to  repair. 

Abel,  who  found  acceptance  with  God, 
Jehovah  did  him  and  his  offering  own, 

Because  it  prefigured  the  shedding  of  blood — 
That  blood  which  only  for  sin  could  atone. 

He  was  the  first  of  a  noble  band 

Who  passed  from  earth  to  the  rest  of  heaven, 
And  though  he  died  by  a  brother's  hand, 

Immortal  life  to  him  was  given. 

Of  Enoch,  the  saint  of  the  most  High, 

Who  walked  with  God  for  three  hundred  years, 

Then  was  borne  triumphant  above  the  sky, 
Away  beyond  the  bright  starry  spheres. 

The  penalty  of  death,  to  others  due, 

By  him  so  distinguished  was  never  paid  ; 

The  pain  of  dying  he  never  knew, 

Mortal  to  immortal  was  changed  and  perfect  made. 
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And  translated  at  once  to  the  mansions  of  bliss, 

Where  sin  nor  sorrow  are  ever  known. 
Where  joy,  in  its  full  perfection,  is 

Flowing  forth  from  Him  who  reigns  on  t  he  throne. 

And  when  all  flesh  had  corrupted  its  way, 

And  the  earth  through  them  was  with  violence  filled, 

Then  God,  who  delighted  in  purity, 

Their  sins  with  righteous  abhorrence  beheld. 

Then  He  determined  the  world  to  destroy, — 
His  vengeance  is  seen  in  a  general  flood  ; 

In  the  works  of  His  hands  He  found  no  joy, 

Though  once  he  pronounced  them  perfect  and  good. 

But  Noah  found  grace  in  the  eyes  of  the  Lord, 
Was  instructed  by  him  an  ark  to  prepare  ; 

While  the  dreadful  storm  of  the  deluge  roared 
He  and  his  household  dwelt  safely  there. 

For  on  that  mighty  swelling  flood 

That  wondrous  ark  aloft  was  borne, 
'Till  on  the  mountains  of  Ararat  it  stood, 

Anxious  they  waited  the  dove's  return. 

When  lo  !  in  her  mouth  was  an  olive  leaf, 
Which  she  in  her  wanderings  had  found, 

By  which  the  patriarch  was  led  to  perceive 

The  waters  had  passed  from  the  face  of  the  ground. 

Then  forth  from  the  ark  that  family  came,  [care,  * 

With  the  numerous  creatures  placed   under  their 

When  an  alter  was  reared  to  Jehovah's  name, 
And  acceptable  offering  presented  there. 

While  He  a  perpetual  covenant  made, 

Mankind  no  more  to  destroy  with  a  flood  ; 

Thus  hath  He  for  ever  our  fears  allayed, 

While  His  token  the  rainbow  proclaims  He  is  good. 

* 
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Once  more  the  Almighty  His  creatures  blessed, 
He  bade  them  be  fruitful  and  multiply  ; 

To  man,  of  those  creatures  the  noblest  and  best, 
Was  given  the  dominion  of  earth  and  sea. 

Still  He,  whose  eyes  are  in  every  place, 

Beholding  the  evil  and  the  good, 
With  tender  regard  looked  down  on  our  race, 

To  Abram  his  loving  kindness  He  shewed. 

He  called  him  to  leave  his  native  land, 

To  seek  a  country  as  yet  unknown, 
At  once  he  obeyed  the  divine  command, 

His  faith  by  willing  obedience  was  shewn. 

To  Canaan  he  came  to  sojourn  there, 

Till  driven  by  famine  from  thence, 
And  then  to  Egypt  did  he  repair, 

Where  God  preserved  him  from  violence. 

And  kings  were  rebuked  and  seized  with  dread, 

And  great  ones  with  strange  alarm, 
Touch  not  mine  anointed  Jehovah  said, 

And  do  ye  my  prophet  no  harm. 

God  tried  him,  and  found  him  faithful  and  true, 

He  blessed  him  with  riches,  and  honour,  and  fame, 
And  still  he  rejoiced  his  will  to  do, 

And  still  he  hallowed  his  glorious  name. 

'  Now,  therefore,  with  him  His  covenant  he  made, 
His  fafthful  covenant  of  mercy  and  grace ; 

With  him  and  his  highly  favoured  seed 
He  established  to  all  succeeding  days. 

In  Isaac,  the  divinely  promised  seed, 

A  true  type  of  the  Saviour  is  found, 
Like  Him  as  a  lamb  to  the  slaughter  led, 

Like  Him  on  the  altar  of  sacrifice  bound. 
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But  he  was  released  from  the  mortal  strife, 
And  a  lamb  was  offered  up  in  his  stead, 

While  Christ  the  Saviour  has  laid  down  His  life, 
To  save  us  from  death  His  blood  was  shed. 

Of  Jacob  I  read,  who  in  his  distress, 

With  the  angel  wrestled  in  mighty  prayer, 

And  He,  in  His  truth  and  faithfulness, 

Answered  His  servant  and  blessed  him  there. 

And  now  he  no  longer  as  Jacob  is  known, 
God  gave  him  a  name  and  nature  new  ; 

His  omnipotent  power  and  goodness  displayed, 
And  still  to  His  word  he  is  faithful  and  true. 

Of  Joseph,  who  was  by  his  brethren  despised, 
And  banished  to  Egypt  without  a  crime, 

How  meek  in  spirit ;  by  God  he  was  prized, 
And  is  called  to  honour,  by  Him,  in  due  time. 

From  Potiphar's  house  to  the  prison  of  state, 

He  marked  all  the  way  that  he  took, 
He  brought  him  forth  and  made  him  great, 

To  him  all  the  people  of  Egypt  look. 

His  youthful  dreams  now  came  to  pass, 

The  knee  to  him  his  brethren  bow ; 
In  his  sight  they  come  to  seek  grace, 

For  he  is  lord  of  Egypt  now. 

Of  the  patriarch  Job,  by  God  declared 
To  be  perfect  and  upright  in  His  sight, 

Whom  he  in  afflictions  furnace  prepared, 

And  his  latter  days  were  prosperous  and  bright. 

Of  Moses  and  Aaron,  the  servants  of  God, 
Who  the  people  of  Israel  instructed  and  led, 

Who  struck  the  rock  with  that  wonderful  rod, 

And  the  waters  gushed  forth  to  supply  their  need. 


M 


^ 

II 

While  Moses  chose  affliction  to  bear, 

With  Israel's  chastened  seed, 
Rather  than  Egypt's  pleasures  to  share, 

Which  were  doomed  like  the  wicked  to  wither  and 

[fade. 
And  Aaron,  in  priestly  garments  arrayed, 

Was  a  pattern  of  Christ,  our  divine  high  priest ; 
For  the  people  he  daily  atonement  made, 

The  names  of  their  tribe  he  bore  on  his  breast. 

Of  Joshua,  the  man  of  fame  and  renown, 

Who,  chosen  by  God,  did  Moses  succeed  ; 
Before  whom  the  walls  of  Jericho  fell  down, 

And  the  sun  and  the  moon  in  their  courses  were 

[stayed. 
Of  the  Judges,  who  judged  so  wisely  and  well, 

Of  the  Kings,  who  reigned  in  the  fear  of  the  Lord, 
Of  the  Prophets,  who  wondrous  events  foretell, 

While  the  wicked  are  chased  and  destroyed  by  the 

[sword 
Of  Samuel,  also  the  man  of  God, 

"Who  ministered  at  Shiloh  in  holy  things ; 
He  offered  the  sacrifice,  he  sprinkled  the  blood, 

He  poured  the  anointing  oil  on  the  kings. 

Twixt  Mizpah  and  Shem  he  set  up  the  stone, 

The  stone  of  memorial  which  long  might  be  seen, 

While  secretly  prompted  the  hand  to  own, 

Which  all  through  the  journey  their  helper  had  been. 

Of  the  prophet  Elijah,  with  Elisha  his  heir, 
Who  His  master's  falling  mantle  obtained, 

He  has  mounted  to  heaven,  its  triumphs  to  share, 
For  he  without  dying  the  blessedness  gained. 

Elijah  pray'd,  and  the  Lord  withheld 

The  rain  and  the  dew  from  the  thirsty  land, 

He  pray'd  again,  and  to  christians  reveal'd 
The  secret  that  moves  the  Omnipotent  hand. 
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Of  the  prophet  Elisha  also  I  read, 

How  he  pray'd  and  the  dead  to  life  was  restored, 
How  the  leper  was  cleansed  when  his  word  he  obeyed, 

And  the  children  who  mocked  him  were  slain  of  the 

[Lord. 
In  the  time  of  famine  he  was  satisfied, 

God  sent  the  ravens  with  flesh  and  bread, 
And  when  at  length  the  brook  was  dried, 

From  the  unfailing  meal  and  oil  he  still  was  fed. 

Of  Ezekiel,  who  saw  that  mysterious  stream, 
Flowing  forth  from  the  sanctuary  of  God, 

Which,  though  its  beginning  but  small  might  seem, 
Grew  deeper  and  broader  as  onward  it  flowed. 

Of  Daniel,  the  greatly  beloved  of  the  Lord, 
Who  passed  unhurt  through  the  lion's  den, 

His  Sovereign  goodness  let  all  men  record 

Who  still  doth  the  right  of  His  people  maintain. 

Jeremiah,  so  plaintive,  so  patient  in  grief, 
'Who  into  the  dreary  dungeon  was  cast, 

Whose  spirit  in  weeping  found  sweetest  relief, 
As  he  saw  his  loved  city  lie  desolate  and  waste. 

Isaiah,  whose  lofty  and  well  tuned  lyre 

Sung  the  praise  of  Messiah  the  anointed  one, 

Whose  lips,  once  touched  with  the  heavenly  fire, 
Poured  forth  strains  of  melody  before  unknown. 

Of  the  rest  of  the  prophets  much  more  might  be  told, 
Who  wrote  and  spoke  in  the  name  of  the  Lord, 

As  the  Saviour's  appearing  they  in  vision  behold, 
And  foretell  the  wondrous  Incarnate  Word. 

And  David,  whose  harp  of  tuneful  sound 

The  evil  spirits  chased  away, 
In  him  was  the  soul  of  devotion  found, 

He  struck  the  sweet  key  note  of  gospel  day. 
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He  sung  of  the  peace  and  joy  unknown, 
Which  only  to  true  believers  is  given  ; 

He  sung  of  Christ  as  he  rose  to  his  throne, 
Ascending  in  triumph  to  his  glory  in  heaven. 

Of  Solomon,  also,  the  wisest  of  men, 

Who  was  honoured  by  God  the  temple  to  build  ; 
When  the  Queen  of  Sheba  his  glory  had  seen, 

She  with  wonder  and  vast  amazement  was  filled. 

But  brightest  and  noblest  of  all  the  rest, 
With  adoring  wonder  let  all  men  see, 

The  example  of  Jesus,  the  holy,  the  blest, 
Who  lived  and  died  for  sinners  like  me. 

Who  hath  entered  for  us  the  heavenly  place, 

His  all  atoning  death  to  plead, 
And  all  who  trust  in  his  righteousness 

From  the  power  of  sin  and  satan  are  freed. 

His  life  is  a  scene  of  wonder  divine, 
His  death  a  mystery  of  boundless  love, 

Around  Him  a  halo  of  glories  shine, 

To  ransom  and  save  us  He  came  from  above. 
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GENESIS   II.,  1 8. 


And  the  Lord  God  said  :  It  is  not  good  that  the  man  should  be  alone; 
I  will  make  him  an  help- meet  for  him.  Genesis  /;'.,  18. 


O  spake  the  All  wise  and  good  creator 
If        When  man,  in  his  innocence,  He  first  surveyed  ; 
jnj   Then  He  who  formed  that  wondrous  nature 
&y        His  wisdom  and  goodness  once  more  displayed. 

And  unto  him  He  gave  a  help-meet, 

In  His  perfect  likeness  His  creatures  He  made, 
Then  was  their  earthly  bliss  complete, 

While  Jehovah's  command  theywith  gladness  obeyed. 

And  now  in  that  garden  so  blooming  and  fair, 
Which  God's  own  hands  for  them  had  planted, 

He  placed  that  honoured  and  happy  pair, 
When  no  stain  of  sin  their  spirits  had  tainted. 

Oh,  who  can  conceive  how  blissful  those  days  ! 

When  man  held  communion  with  God  as  a  friend, 
And  his  spirit  all  pure  was  filled  with  His  praise, 

While  His  glory  was  still  his  object  and  end. 

'Mid  the  pleasant  walks  of  those  sunny  bowers, 
All  nature  in  beauty's  perfection  was  found, 

While  the  richest  fruits  and  the  choicest  flowers 
Shed  widely  their  balmy  odours  around.. 

And  the  river  of  God,  with  its  plentiful  stream, 

Flowed  softly  and  gently  by ; 
And  the  cloudless  sun,  with  his  cheering  beam, 

Did  his  genial  heat  supply. 
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To  tend  this  favoured  plot  of  ground, 

Was  at  once  a  pleasant  and  easy  toil ; 
No  weeds  in  that  beautiful  garden  were  found, 

'Twas  most  rich,  most  fertile  soil. 

To  man  this  pleasing  task  was  given, 

By  him  this  garden  was  kept  and  dressed, 

While  the  Sovereign  Lord  of  earth  and  heaven 
Oft  there  was  a  welcome  guest. 


One  only  command  by  Jehovah  was  given 

By  which  their  obedience  was  tested  and  tried, 

They  sinned,  and  it  cost  them  the  favour  of  Heaven, 
To  all  that  was  good  they  spiritually  died. 

Had  they  only  been  prompt  that  command  to  obey, 
Nor  heeded  the  flattering  tempter's  voice, 

No  shadow  of  sin  had  clouded  their  day, 
No  grief  interrupted  the  tide  of  their  joys. 

In  the  image  of  God  they  still  had  remained, 

And  unceasingly  happy  and  blest, 
That  honoured  position  a  period  sustained, 

Then  triumphantly  passed  to  the  heavenly  rest. 

But  ah  !  alas  by  the  serpent  deceived, 
Vainly  they  sought  to  be  wise  and  great, 

The  word  of  their  God  they  disbelieved, 

Thus  they  fell  from  that  holy  and  happy  estate. 

The  likeness  Divine  from  their  soul  was  effaced, 

And  the  nature,  once  noble  and  just, 
Was  polluted  by  sin  and  its  honour  disgraced, 

And  its  dignity  laid  in  the  dust. 

They  partook  of  the  fruit  by  God  forbidden, 
The  Almighty's  command  they  disobeyed, 

And  at  once  the  rays  of  His  glory  were  hidden, 
In  His  holy  presence  their  souls  were  dismayed. 


*- 


i6 

'Mid  the  trees  of  the  garden  for  shelter  they  fly, 
To  escape  from  His  eye  who  in  secret  sees, 

They  saw  they  were  naked,  and  behold  they  try 
To  cover  themselves  with  the  leaves  of  the  trees. 

How  vain  the  attempt ;  what  covering  can  hide 
From  God  whom  their  sin  had  justly  displeased  ? 

Still  o'er  them  the  cloud  of  His  wrath  must  abide, 
Till  justice  Divine  should  be  appeased. 

'Mid  the  scenery  so  bright  of  that  paradise  home, 
Where  all  things  charmed  and  delighted  each  sense, 

They  no  more  were  permitted  in  pleasure  to  roam, 
In  righteous  displeasure  God  sent  them  from  thence. 

And  now  to  prepare  the  unyielding  soil, 

Where  noxious  weeds  and  brambles  abound, 

Became  man's  weary  and  painful  toil, 

No  rest  for  his  spirit  on  earth  could  be  found. 

In  that  fatal  hour  the  seeds  of  death 

In  his  mortal  frame  were  plenteously  sown, 

And  soon  must  the  sufferer  yield  his  breath 
And  appear  at  the  judgment  throne. 

How  will  he  appear  ?  what  plea  can  he  bring  ? 

How  meet  the  demands  of  the  righteous  law? 
How  stand  before  his  Maker  and  King  ? 

To  whom  for  refuge  will  he  go  ? 

Sweet  thought,  there  is  one  who  is  might  to  save, 
And  help  for  the  fallen  at  hand  is  near  ; 

A  bright  ray  of  hope  to  His  creatures  He  gave 
That  hour  of  their  darkness  to  cheer. 

By  the  seed  of  the  woman  He  promised  to  bruise 

The  cruel  deceiving  serpent  head  ; 
In  boundless  compassion  a  Saviour  he  chose 

Who  should  give  them  new  life  from  the  dead. 


*- 
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Let  the  sons  of  earth,  and  the  hosts  of  heaven, 
Rejoice  in  the  mystery  of  love  unknown  ; 

His  only  Son  the  Father  hath  given 

For  the  sins  of  the  human  race  to  atone. 

The  Lord  himself  from  heaven  hath  come, 

He  hath  lived,  He  hath  died  for  the  sinful  race, 

His  loved  ones  to  raise  to  His  heavenly  home, 

And  make  them  glad  with  the  streams  of  his  grace. 

What  tongue  can  express  the  Saviour's  love  1 
Who  suffered  and  died  a  lost  world  to  restore ; 

Let  the  church  below  and  the  church  above 
In  songs  never  ceasing  its  wonders  adore. 

Our  nature  He  took,  our  woes  He  endured, 

'Neath  the  weight  of  our  sins  He  bowed  His  head ; 

Salvation  for  all  he  hath  freely  procured, 

Believing  on  Him  from  the  curse  we  are  freed. 

Not  alone  from  the  curse  rich  blessings  we  gain, 
By  faith  in  the  Saviour  of  lost  mankind, 

Through  the  spotless  Lamb,  for  sinners  slain, 
Pardon  and  purity  and  heaven  we  find. 

On  earth  in  His  likeness  and  image  renewed, 
His  glory  unclouded  soon  shall  we  behold  ; 

Shall  drink  the  pure  stream  from  the  river  of  God ; 
Safe  from  all  harm  in  the  heavenly  fold. 
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H  glorious  prophecy  of  future  good 
Which  shall  be  on  our  ransomed  world  bestowed, 
High  on  the  mountain  top  the  church  shall  rise, 
Her  lofty  summit  towering  to  the  skies. 

God  in  her  midst  shall  dwell— her  Lord  and  King — 
And  all  the  nations  shall  their  tribute  bring, 
The  multitude  shall  to  her  glory  flow, 
And  on  her  banquet  feast,  even  here  below. 

The  people  shall  unite,  with  one  accord, 
And  say,  come  ye  up  to  the  mountain  of  the  Lord ; 
Our  feet  shall  stand  within  its  sacred  gate, 
And  in    His  house  and  on  His  name  our  souls  shall 

[wait. 
For  out  of  Zion  shall  the  law  proceed, 
The  Gospel  law,  which  makes  us  free  indeed  : 
The  God  of  Jacob  shall  make  known  His  way, 
And  we  His  righteous  precepts  will  obey. 

The  nations  of  the  earth  no  more  shall  learn 
The  art  of  war,  but  shall  to  useful  purpose  turn 
The  sword,  and  spear,  and  instruments  of  ill, 
While  graven  on  their  hearts  the  law  of  love  they  feel. 

Oh  happy  day  of  unity  and  peace, 
When  war  and  strife  and  tumult  shall  for  ever  cease, 
Kindness  and  love  each  action  shall  attend, 
And  man  shall  find  in  man  a  brother  and  a  friend. 

Oh  might  the  house  of  Jacob  now  arise, 
And  see  fulfilled  in  Christ  the  ancient  prophesies, 
Embrace  Him  as  their  soverign  Lord  and  King, 
And  to  His  courts  their  grateful  offerings  bring. 


- — a 

Oh  rend  the  veil  of  blinding  unbelief, 
Grant  that,  with  humble  penitential  grief, 
They  may  their  sins  and  wickedness  deplore, 
Stricken  and  healed  by  Thee,  may  they  revolt  no  more. 

When  Thou,  O  Lord,  Thy  terrors  dost  display, 
Well  may  we  tremble  at  Thy  glorious  majesty  ; 
Hide  us,  oh  hide  us,  in  the  smitten  Rock, 
That  glorious  Rock  for  our  salvation  struck. 

Cease  we  from  feeble  man,  whose  origin  is  dust, 
And  in  the  Lord  Jehovah  place  our  humble  trust ; 
His  word  shall  come  to  pass,  His  power  is  great, 
And  though  the  vision  tarry,  still  in  hope  we  wait. 

The  word  of  prophecy  shall  surely  be  fulfilled, 
His  power  and  glory  to  all  flesh  revealed ; 
The  idols  vain  shall  all  be  cast  aside, 
And  God  be  loved  alone,  and  Christ  be  glorified. 

Hasten,  O  Lord,  that  glad  millennial  day, 

The  time  for  which  Thy  Israel  weep  and  pray, 

When  universal  man  shall  be  restored, 

And  all  shall  find  in  Thee  their  Saviour  and  their  Lord. 


* 


* * 
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HEZEKIAH'S    SICKNESS. 


Isaiah  xxxviii. 


Part   I. 

jr  ICKNESS  and  sorrow  cast  their  shades 
Upon  earth's  loveliest  things, 
Jjj   And  the  pale  king  of  terror  treads 
The  palaces  of  kings. 

So  was  it  in  the  days  of  old, 

See  Hezekiah  prostrate  lie, 
When  from  the  Lord  the  king  was  told 

Thou  shalt  not  live,  but  die. 

But  oh  the  unknown  power  of  prayer  ! 

The  humble  monarch  prayed  ; 
O  Lord  incline  Thy  gracious  ear, 

And  send  Thy  timely  aid. 

Remember  now,  O  Lord  my  God, 

How  I  have  kept  Thy  way, 
Nor  by  my  sins  provoked  Thy  rod, 

Nor  gone  from  Thee  astray. 

Thee  have  J  served  with  heart  sincere, 

And  have  obeyed  Thy  word, 
O  do  not,  in  Thy  wrath  severe, 

Chastise  thy  servant,  Lord. 

He  wept  and  turned  away  his  face, 

And  raised  to  heaven  his  cry, 
And  God,  the  God  of  truth  and  grace, 

Sent  the  answer  from  on  high. 


2  I 


Thus  Hezekiah  sought  the  Lord, 

Nor  did  he  seek  in  vain, 
His  life  was  spared,  his  health  restored, 

Peace  promised  through  his  reign. 


Part  II. 


The  writing  of  Hezekiah,  King  of  Judah,   when  he  had  been  sick 
and  was  recovered  of  his  sickness. 


Then  wrote  this  sovereign  of  renown, 
And  through  the  sacred  page 

His  thoughts  to  us  are  handed  down, 
And  shall  from  age  to  age. 

Unlike  the  saint  of  later  time, 

Who  greatly  longed  to  die, 
And  realize  those  joys  sublime 

And  reign  with  Christ  on  high. 

He  trembles  at  a  foe  so  great, 

See  him  for  life  contend, 
He  seems  not  to  anticipate 

The  bliss  that  ne'er  shall  end. 

Hear  him  in  plaintive  tones  exclaim, 

Good  I  no  more  shall  see, 
Earth's  riches,  honours,  pleasures,  fame, 

No  longer  are  for  me. 


'ov 


With  pining  sickness  and  diseased, 
My  life  shall  be  destroyed, 

So  will  he  take  away  my  days 
And  all  my  hopes  make  void. 


* 
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O  Lord,  I  am  oppressed  he  cries, 

Oh  undertake  ior  me, 
And  let  these  weeping,  failing  eyes 

Once  more  Thy  goodness  see. 

At  length  Thy  chastening  hand  I  own, 

Still  Thou  art  wise  and  good, 
Thou  hast  Thy  saving  power  made  known, 

My  enemies  subdued. 

They  that  descend  into  the  grave 

Cannot  Thy  praise  declare, 
They  cannot  hope  that  Thou  wilt  save, 

There  is  no  knowledge  there. 

The  living  shall  Thy  praise  proclaim, 

Even  as  I  do  this  day 
Publish  the  glories  of  Thy  name, 

Thy  wondrous  love  display. 

For  Thou  wastready,  Lord,  to  save 

Me  when  to  Thee  I  cried, 
Thou  hast  redeemed  me  from  the  grave, 

With  life  hast  satisfied. 


Part  III. 

Life  and  Immortality  are  brought  to  light  by  the  Gospel. 


Those  thrilling  words  of  heavenly  love 
The  Saviour  spake  while  here, 

Of  mansions  in  the  home  above 
Fell  not  upon  His  ear. 

That  glorious  day-spring  from  on  high, 

We  now  rejoice  to  see 
Dawned  not  as  yet  upon  His  sky, 

Gilding  with  light  and  radiancy. 


M- 
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The  path  'twixt  time  and  vast  eternity, 

The  way  we  all  must  take, 
Bringing  to  light  bright  immortality 

And  life  for  Jesu's  sake. 

One  of  the  righteous  men  and  kings, 

Of  whom  the  Saviour  said  : 
They  longed  to  see  those  glorious  things 

By  Gospel-light  displayed. 

What  marvel  that  to  life  he  held, 

Nor  sought  the  rest  above, 
The  future  was  not  yet  revealed, 

The  hidden  mystery  of  love. 

God  saw  the  conflict,  pain  and  strife, 

And  counted  all  his  tears, 
Then  added  to  the  monarch's  life 
Yet  fifteen  peaceful  years. 

Then  what  a  burst  of  lofty  praise 
Did  through  the  palace  ring, 

Then  one  harmonious  song  they  raise 
For  mercies  to  the  Kins;. 
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Saved  from  the  proud  Assyrian's  power, 

From  death  itself  restored, 
Well  might  they  sing,  in  that  glad  hour, 

The  goodness  of  the  Lord. 
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Their  virtue  to  the  figs  He  gave, 

The  malady  to  heal, 
And  thus  displayed  His  power  to  save 

And  help  His  people  still. 

In  Joshua's  day  the  sun  stood  still 
Till  he  the  conquest  gained, 

At  his  Creator's  sovereign  will, 
On  Gibea  he  remained. 


* 
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So  when  the  king  required  a  sign, 
Who  was  of  light  the  source, 

He,  who  first  made  the  sun  to  shine, 
Reversed  his  onward  course. 


MATTHEW    XXL,  43. 


Therefore,  say  I  unto  you,  the  kingdom  of  God  shall  be  taken  from 
you,  and  given  to  a  nation  bringing  forth  the  fruits  thereof. 


AIL,  land  of  my  fathers!  land  of  my  birth  ! 
The  Sovereign  Ruler  of  heaven  and  earth 
On  thee  great  honour  doth  bestow, 
He  makes  thee  the  channel  through  which  there 

[shall  flow 
The  river  of  mercy,  the  tide  of  free  grace, 
In  streams  of  salvation,  in  pardon  and  peace, 
To  gladden  the  nations,  the  heathen  to  bless, 
Inspiring  with  hope,  with  joy  and  with  peace. 

A  peace  which  only  the  Saviour  can  shed  ; 
A  joy  that  remaineth  when  others  are  fled  ; 
A  hope  that  abideth  when  human  hopes  fail ; 
A  hope  that  still  liveth  though  death  prevail. 

Let  Britain  remember  the  solemn  trust 
The  wise  Jehovah,  the  good,  the  just, 
Hath  placed  in  her  hands,  and  let  her  fulfil 
His  Sovereign  command,  Hjs  adorable  will. 

Spread  the  news  of  salvation  the  wide  world  around, 
'Till  there  shall  not  a  ransomed  spirit  be  found  ; 
Uncheered  by  His  voice,  unblessed  by  His  love. 
'Till  all  mankind  His  salvation  shall  prove. 

* »Jr 
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'Till  Christ  the  millennial  reign  bring  in, 
And  make  an  end  of  the  kingdom  of  sin, 
And  satan's  works  for  ever  destroy, 
Change  a  world  of  sorrow  to  a  kingdom  of  joy. 


JOHN   THE   BAPTIST. 


And   thou   shalt   call   his  name   John  ;  and  thou  shalt  have  joy  and 
gladness,  and  many  shall  rejoice  at  his  birth.  Luke  i.  13,  14. 

He  was  a  burning  and  a  shining  light ;  and  ye  were  willing,  for  a  season, 
to  rejoice  in  his  light.  John  -v.  35. 


H  !  'tis  a  name  sublimely  sweet, 
Significant  of  grace  divine, 
A  prophet,  truly  good  and  great, 
In  whom  real  excellencies  shine. 

Predicted  by  the  ancient  seer 

Messiah's  advent  to  foretell ; 
I  love  to  trace  his  brief  career. 

On  his  inspiring  words  to  dwell. 

The  bridegroom's  friend,  he  meekly  cries, 
Who  stands  and  hears  His  sacred  voice, 

Shall  see  His  peaceful  kingdom  rise 
And  in  His  growing  cause  rejoice. 

Looking  on  Jesus,  with  admiring  eyes, 
He  saith  to  those  who  with  him  stood, 

Behold  the  world's  great  sacrifice, 
The  all  atoning  Lamb  of  God. 

By  true  repentance  now  prepare 
The  coming  Saviour  to  receive, 

Seek  in  his  heavenly  gifts  to  share, 
And  on  His  only  name  believe. 


* 
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Lo  in  the  midst  of  you  doth  stand 

The  Lord,  whom  highest  heavens  adore. 

Whose  fan  is  also  in  His  hand, 

And  He  will  thoroughly  purge  his  floor. 

Gather  the  wheat  with  jealous  care, 
The  chaff  with  quenchless  fire  destroy  ; 

Who,  then,  will  for  his  day  prepare, 
And  meet  that  hour  with  holy  joy. 

So  spake  the  faithful  man  of  God, 

While  listening  crowds  his  words  obeyed, 

And  been  baptised  in  Jordan's  flood 
Confession  of  their  sins  they  made. 

Yet  one  more  act  of  reverent  love 

The  Master  calls  him  to  display, 
And  still  he  doth  himself  approve 

Ready  in  all  things  to  obey. 

He  saw  the  dove-like  form,  it  came 

And  rested  on  the  Holy  One  ; 
He  heard  the  voice  from  heaven  proclaim, 

This  is  my  well-beloved  son. 

Faithful  to  what  he  saw  and  heard, 
The  claims  of  Christ  to  all  he  showed, 

Firmly  he  to  the  truth  adhered 
That  Jesus  was  the  Son  of  God. 

A  prisoner  and  a  martyr,  he 

Stood  boldly  in  the  cause  of  truth, 
Nor  fear'd  proud  Herod's  tyranny, 

That  noble  and  devoted  youth. 

Regardless  of  all  earthly  things, 
A  brilliant  course  he  still  pursued ; 

Nor  feafd  the  wrath  of  man  nor  kings, 
He  died  and  sealed  the  truth  with  blood. 


>:< 
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JOHN   V.    44- 


How   can  ye  believe,  which  receive  honour  one  of  another,  and  seek 
not  the  honour  that  cometh  from  God  only  ?  J°hn  v.  44- 


I 


HE  honour  that  from  God  descends, 
How  noble  and  how  pure, 
It  leaves  no  sting,  it  never  ends, 
This,  only  this,  would  I  secure. 


Oh  !  let  this  honour  but  be  mine, 

No  higher  good  I  seek  to  know, 
His  countenance  upon  me  shine, 

'Twill  gild  life's  path  where'er  I  go. 

I  do  not  wish  to  be  admired, 

'Tis  emptiness  and  vanity  : 
The  highest  good  to  be  desired 

Is  that  my  life  may  glorify. 

The  God  who  did  my  soul  redeem, 
Who  gave  Himself  to  ransom  me, 

Then  let  my  days  be  spent  to  Him, 
And  soon  I  shall  His  glory  see. 

Oh  !  then  a  nobler  song  I'll  raise 

To  Him  who  saved  me  from  the  fall ; 

With  all  heaven's  host  chant  forth  His  praise, 
And  Christ  shall  still  be  all  in  all. 


* 
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THE   DISCIPLES'    FEET   WASHED. 


John  xiii. 


r\\/f  0 W  has  the  final  hour  come  near, 
>-X  When  Jesus  should  from  earth  depart; 

'  \      He  seeks  His  troubled  friends  to  cheer, 
*j  He  whispers  peace  into  their  heart. 

While  in  the  world  He  loved  His  own, 
He  loved  and  kept  them  to  the  end, 

And  now,  returning  to  His  throne, 
He  proved  himself  their  changeless  friend. 

A  place  was  chosen,  there  they  met, 
There  the  last  supper  was  prepared  ; 

With  them  once  more  He  took  His  seat, 
With  them  the  Pascal  meal  He  shared. 

The  solemn  hour  was  now  at  hand, 
The  hour  of  woes  to  us  unknown, 

When  Jesus  in  our  place  should  stand, 
And  should  for  human  guilt  atone. 

All  power  into  His  sovereign  hand 
Is  by  the  righteous  Father  given  ; 

Hell's  host  acknowledge  His  command, 
The  Lord  supreme  of  earth  and  heaven. 

But  oh  !  what  condescending  love  ! 

A  servant's  form  behold  Him  take, 
Among  the  Apostles  see  Him  move 

As  servant  for  His  servant's  sake. 
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His  seamless  robe  He  lays  aside, 
Prepares  Himself  to  wash  their  feet, 

His,  whoe'er  long  his  Lord  denied, 
His  too,  who  filled  with  all  deceit, 

Was  waiting  a  convenient  hour 

In  which  the  Master  to  betray, 
Seduced  by  the  vile  tempter's  power, 

By  him  deceived  and  led  astray. 

Had  he  been  willing  to  repent, 

There,  even  now,  a  space  was  given  ; 

Such  kindness,  how  could  he  resent 

And  sell  the  friend  who  came  from  heaven  ? 

O'erwhelmed  with  shame  and  foul  disgrace, 
Well  might  he  throw  the  pieces  down  ; 

With  horror  leave  the  sacred  place 
And  plunge  into  a  world  unknown. 

Repentant  Peter,  in  distress, 

With  prayers  and  tears  sought  for  relief; 
While  Judas  went  to  his  own  place, 

And  perished  in  his  unbelief. 

Lo  !  when  this  humble  task  was  wrought, 
He  took  His  garments  and  resumed  His  place, 

He,  by  a  meek  example,  taught 
This  sacred  lesson  of  His  grace. 

Know  ye  what  I  have  done  to  you  ? 

Your  Lord  and  Master,  Me  ye  call, 
Such  honour  to  My  name  is  due, 

If  I,  then,  who  am  Lord  of  all, 

Have  stooped  the  humblest  work  to  do, 
Nor  haye  disdained  the  lowest  place, 

The  servant  ought  his  love  to  shew, 
By  walking  in  the  Master's  ways. 
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A  new  commandment  then  was  given 
Their  true  discipleship  to  test, 

That,  governed  by  this  law  of  heaven, 
They  might  be  known  from  all  the  rest. 

By  this,  said  He,  shall  all  men  know 

That  ye  with  Christ  the  Lord  have  been, 

Because  His  gentle  mind  ye  show, 
His  spirit  in  your  lives  is  seen. 


CHRIST  IN  THE  GARDEN. 


"John  x-viii. 


^  -f  OW  in  a  hymn  of  praise  they  join, 

'\         Then  to  Gethsemane  repair, 

'  \    The  giver  of  all  life  divine 

*j         Now  seeks  for  help  in  fervent  prayer. 

O'er  Kedron's  gentle  stream  they  pass, 
And  leave  behind  the  busy  scene  : 

Oft  in  that  calm  sequestered  place 
Christ  hath  with  His  apostles  been. 

He  comes  not  there  to  seek  for  rest, 
Or  loose  Himself  in  sweet  repose, 

His  tender  spirit,  now  opprest 
Beneath  unutterable  woes, 

Seeks  for  relief  in  cries  and  tears, 
Prostrate  before  the  great  three-one, 

To  Him  pours  forth  his  cries  and  tears 
In  mental  agony  unknown. 

In  deepest  anguish  hear  Him  cry : 

My  Father,  if  Thy  will  it  be, 
Now  let  this  cup  from  me  pass  by, 

All  things  are  possible  to  Thee. 
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Down  from  the  bright  celestial  throne 

Behold  a  mighty  angel  fly, 
With  power,  to  feeble  flesh  unknown, 

To  arm  Him  for  the  glorious  victory. 

A  multitude  is  now  at  hand, 

Judas  Iscariot  leads  them  on ; 
Before  the  Saviour  now  they  stand, 

And  now  the  dreadful  deed  is  done. 

To  them  He  gives  the  promised  sign, 
And,  with  a  treacherous  kiss,  betrayed 

The  Lord  whose  attributes  divine 
His  vast  creating  work  displayed. 

Whom  seek  ye  ?  was  the  calm  reply 

Repeated  to  this  armed  band. 
Jesus  of  Nazareth,  was  the  cry, 

As  now  they  feel  His  mighty  hand. 

O'erwhelmed  with  fear  and  strange  surprise 
They  backward  to  the  earth  were  brought ; 

Nor  could  they  meet  the  piercing  eyes 
Of  Him  whose  spotless  life  they  sought. 

If  Me  ye  seek,  the  Saviour  said, 

Let  the  disciples  go  their  way, 
Nor  let  your  hands  on  them  be  laid, 

Or  make  the  innocent  your  prey. 

From  the  beginning  of  His  blest  career, 
They  had  His  choice  companions  been  ; 

'Twas  theirs  His  gracious  words  to  hear, 
They  all  His  mighty  works  had  seen. 

But,  in  this  night  of  grief  unknown, 
They  all  forsook  their  Lord  and  fled  : 

The  bitter  cup  He  drinks  alone, 
Alone  He  doth  the  wine-press  tread. 
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First  to  the  palace,  then  the  judgment  hall, 
The  Lord  of  Life  they  rudely  lead  ; 

He  stood,  a  meek  and  patient  criminal, 
To  hear  His  death  by  human  lips  decreed. 

What  wondrous  scenes  His  death  attends — 
The  veil  is  rent,  the  dead  arise ; 

And,  as  He  from  the  cross  ascends, 
To  us  He  opens  paradise. 


SAINT     PAUL     ON     HIS     WAY     TO 
DAMASCUS. 


Acts  ix. 


I 


T  was  a  memorable  day, 

When,  with  authority  from  the  high  priest, 
With  hasty  steps,  he  urged  his  way 
The  friends  of  Jesus  to  arrest. 


When  lo  !  around  his  path  there  broke 
A  light  more  glorious  than  the  sun, 

And  to  his  ear  a  voice  thus  spoke, 
A  voice  to  him  before  unknown  : — 

Saul,  Saul,  in  solemn  tones  it  said, 
Why  art  thou  persecuting  me  ? 

His  soul  was  filled  with  awful  dread, 
He  heard  a  voice,  but  could  not  see 

The  mystic  form  of  Him  whose  power 
Now  laid  him  trembling  on  the  earth ; 

But  oh  !  in  that  eventful  hour 

He  felt  the  pangs  of  the  new  birth. 
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Then  did  his  haughty  soul  submit, 

And  his  rebellious  spirit  bow, 
While  prostrate  at  the  Saviour's  feet 

Meekly  he  sought  His  will  to  know. 

Spontaneous  rose  to  heaven  the  cry  : 
Lord,  tell  me,  tell  me  who  art  Thou  ? 

Again  he  heard  that  voice  reply, 

;Tis  Jesus,  whom  thou  persecutest  now. 

And  as  he  heard  that  wondrous  name 
And  felt  its  power — till  now  unknown — 

His  soul  was  filled  with  sacred  shame, 
His  pride  and  self-esteem  was  gone. 

And  from  its  depths  his  spirit  cried, 

Lord,  what  would'st  Thou  have  me  to  do? 

Once  more  that  gracious  voice  replied  : 
Arise,  and  to  Damascus  go. 

Then  did  he  of  his  sins  repent, 

His  inmost  soul  was  deeply  stirred, 

Led  by  the  hand,  he  to  the  city  went 
To  wait  direction  from  the  Lord. 

Nor  did  he  wait  nor  pray  in  vain, 
For  He  who  had  the  work  begun, 

Had  filled  his  soul  with  grief  and  pain, 
Soon  made  Himself  in  mercy  known. 

Now  Annanias,  in  a  dream, 

Received  instruction  from  the  Lord, 
And  though  at  first  afraid  of  Him, 

Soon  he  obeyed  the  heavenly  word. 

To  him,  the  Lord,  in  vision  said  : 

Go  thou  to  such  a  house,  in  such  a  place, 

Fear  not,  but  in  thy  work  proceed, 
For  lo,  the  persecutor  prays. 
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He  went  and  found  him  in  distress, 
Darkness  and  sorrow  lingered  round, 

He  did  not  know  the  way  of  peace, 
Nor  had  he  yet  true  comfort  found. 

How  kind  was  the  saluting  word, 
How  changed  is  the  relation  now, 

The  persecutor,  whom  he  feared, 
Becomes  a  friend  and  brother  too. 

The  Lord  thou  sawest  as  thou  came, 
Hath  sent  me  to  restore  thy  sight, 

Through  faith  in  His  Almighty  name, 
Thy  darkness  shall  be  turned  to  light. 

Arise,  and  call  upon  thy  God, 

To  Him  thy  grief  display, 
Behold,  by  faith,  the  Lamb  of  God, 

And  He  shall  take  thy  sins  away. 

Then  on  his  eyes  His  hand  he  laid, 

And  thus  restored  his  sight, 
While  Christ  His  saving  power  displayed, 

And  filled  his  soul  with  heavenly  light. 

Then  he  arose  and  was  baptised, 

Was  freely  justified  by  grace, 
Those  Jewish  rites,  though  loved  and  prized, 

At  once  to  faith  in  Christ  gave  place. 

Meat  he  partook  and  strength  received, 

Became  a  hero  of  the  cross, 
Now  and  henceforth  for  Christ  he  lived, 

And  died  a  martyr  in  His  cause. 

His  holy  life  I  now  admire, 

And  though  not  great  I  may  be  good  ; 
Let  love  to  Christ  my  soul  inspire, 

And  in  Thine  image,  Lord,  renewed. 
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May  all  my  life  Thy  power  declare, 

And  every  action  sweetly  speak 
His  praise  whose  sacred  name  I  bear, 

Whose  only  glory  now  I  seek. 

Then  when  this  mortal  scene  shall  end, 

And  all  its  conflicts  shall  be  past, 
Like  His,  my  spirit  shall  ascend 

And  grasp  the  victor's  palm  at  last. 

With  all  who  here  in  Christ  believe, 

And  know  their  sins  forgiven, 
The  crown  of  life  I  shall  receive, 

Shall  claim  through  Him  my  place  in  heaven. 


MIRACLES  OF   CHRIST. 


Matt,  mii.,  2,  3,  7,  13,  14,  15,  16,  17,  26. 


Part  I. 

H,  Thou  bless'd  source  of  truth  and  grace, 

Who  once  as  man  didst  dwell  with  men  below, 
With  reverent  awe  I  sing  Thy  praise, 
Who,  while  on  earth,  Thy  sovereign  power  didst 

[show. 
In  mighty  works  of  wondrous  healing  wrought, 

On  those  afflicted,  or  by  Satan's  power  opprest, 
Who  by  kind  friends  to  Thee  were  brought, 
And  Thou  didst  give  them  ease  and  rest. 

The  infected  leper,  who  to  Thee 

Made  his  heartfelt  and  true  appeal, 
Moved  with  compassion  Thou  didst  see, 

And  every  spot  didst  cleanse  and  heal. 
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The  good  centurion,  much  concerned 
To  have  his  servant's  health  restored, 

Soon  as  to  Thee  in  faith  he  turned, 
Met  with  Thy  kind  consoling  word. 

His  faith  Thou  didst  approve  and  own, 

By  Thee  in  love  he  was  beheld, 
According  to  his  faith  'twas  done, 

His  honoured  servant  there  was  healed. 

At  Thy  kind  touch  the  burning  fever  fled, 
The  prostrate  sufferer  quickly  was  restored, 

At  once  she  rose,  with  cheerful  speed, 
Her  grateful  love  to  show  her  Lord. 

A  number  now  to  Thee  were  brought, 
Of  those  possest  of  spirits  unclean, 

For  these  Thy  mighty  aid  was  sought, 
Nor  did  they  seek  that  aid  in  vain. 

The  evil  spirits  Thou  didst  expel, 

Didst  cast  them  out  as  quick  as  thought ; 

Their  bruised  and  mangled  bodies  heal, 
On  these  a  double  cure  was  wrought. 

Pale  with  disease,  and  faint  and  sad, 

For  health  to  Thee  the  sick  were  brought, 

And  Thou  didst  heal  and  make  them  glad, 
Didst  fill  their  minds  with  holy  thought. 

The  prophet's  words  Thou  didst  fulfil, 
Thou  didst  our  griefs  and  sorrows  bear, 

And  Thou  art  kind  and  gracious  still, 
And  for  the  afflicted  still  dost  care. 

When  rose  that  mighty  storm  at  sea, 
And  human  help  and  skill  were  vain, 

Thou,  in  Thy  God-like  majesty, 

Didst  speak  and  calm  the  angry  main. 

ft— ■ 
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And  Thou  art  Jesus,  still  the  same, 
Unchangeable  Thy  power  and  love, 

We  find  salvation  through  Thy  name, 
Our  utmost,  Saviour,  Thee  we  prove. 


MIRACLES  OF  CHRIST. 


Matt.  \x. 


I 


Part  II. 

HE  man,  whose  sad  and  helpless  case 

Was  pitied  by  his  friends,  and  brought  to  Thee 
Thou  didst,  in  Thine  abounding  grace, 
Restore  and  from  his  sins  set  free. 


The  trembling  female,  who  had  long  endured 

Affliction  painful  and  severe, 
Whose  faith  the  healing  touch  secured, 

Thou  kindly  said'st,  be  of  good  cheer. 

The  little  maid,  whose  father  sought 
To  obtain  Thy  kind  and  timely  aid, 

From  death  to  life  was  quickly  brought, 
When  Thy  kind  hands  on  her  were  laid. 

Thou  calledst  her  by  her  dearest  name, 

Which  seemed  like  music  in  her  parent's  ears  ; 

Then  from  the  unseen  world  her  spirit  came, 
And  Thou  didst  stay  their  flowing  tears. 

Thou,  at  whose  all-creating  power, 

Chaotic  darkness  passed  away, 
Didst  sight  to  many  eyes  restore, 

They  saw  with  joy  the  light  of  day. 

The  ears  that  ne'er  had  heard  before 

The  music  of  the  human  voice, 
Touched  by  the  finger  of  Thy  power, 

Were  filled  with  sounds  of  living  joys. 
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The  lips  that  ne'er  before  had  known 
The  pleasing  art  and  power  of  speech, 

On  these  Thy  wond'rous  skill  was  shewn, 
No  case  beyond  Thy  powerful  reach. 

Wasting  disease  at  Thy  rebuke  was  gone  ; 

Sickness  to  perfect  health  gave  way  ; 
On  all  Thy  healing  power  was  shewn, 

To  Thee  who  came  in  this  Thy  day. 

Moved  with  compassion  now,  Thine  eye 
Upon  the  fainting  crowds  was  cast, 

They  wished  to  stay,  they  lingered  nigh, 
But  ah  !  the  day  was  almost  past. 

Then  didst  Thou  for  their  wants  provide, 
And  thousands  with  Thy  hand  were  fed, 

They  took,  and  all  were  satisfied, 

For  Thou  didst  bless  the  fish  and  bread. 

Thyself,  the  true,  the  heavenly  bread, 
Dost  still  Thy  people's  faith  sustain, 

The  manna  of  Thy  love  is  shed, 
On  us  it  falls  as  gracious  rain. 

But  to  the  world,  in  this  Thy  day, 

Saviour  Thy  healing  power  make  known, 

And  let  the  dead  Thy  call  obey, 

Still  let  Thy  works  of  grace  be  shewn. 


*- 
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MIRACLES    OF  CHRIST. 


Luke  iv.,  33,  34,  35,  38,  39,  40,  41. 


1 


Part  III. 

S  further  still  the  miracles  I  trace, 

By  Thee  accomplished  in  Thy  days  below; 
I  find  the  most  sublime  displays 
Of  deeds  which  none  but  God  could  do. 


Thou,  God,  who  dost  in  happiness  delight, 
Dost  love  to  see  Thy  creatures  happy  too ; 

But  now,  presented  to  Thy  sight, 

There  stood  a  spectacle  of  human  woe. 

For  in  that  synagogue  was  found 
A  man  possest  by  a  spirit  unclean, 

He  throws  his  victim  on  the  ground  ; 
It  was  a  sad  and  melancholy  scene. 

With  a  loud  voice  the  restless  spirit  cried  : 
Say,  what  have  I  to  do  with  Thee  ? 

He  could  not  from  Thy  presence  hide, 
Nor  could  he  from  Thy  presence  flee. 

Thy  flaming  eyes  his  power  beheld, 

That  piercing  glance  he  could  not  bear, 

His  power  he  now  was  forced  to  yield, 
Nor  could  he  harm,  for  Christ  was  there. 

Now  from  the  temple,  on  Thy  way 
To  Peter's  house,  Thou  didst  retire ; 

With  fever  sick  a  mother  lay, 

For  her  Thy  help  they  now  desire. 

At  Thy  rebuke  the  fever  fled, 

To  perfect  health  she  was  restored, 

With  joy  she  rose  and  ministered 
To  Thee,  her  master  and  her  Lord. 
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Now,  on  the  eve  of  that  most  wondrous  day, 
Before  the  door  the  sick  were  brought, 

And  none  were  taken  thence  away, 
Until  a  perfect  cure  was  wrought. 

The  spirits  now  confessed  Thy  name, 
They  flee  before  Thee  in  that  hour, 

Acknowledging  how  just  Thy  claim, 
To  be  the  Son  of  God  with  power. 

At  Thy  rebuke  they  held  their  peace, 

In  awful  silence  passed  away  ; 
They  passed  away  to  their  own  place, 

Where  dawns  no  hope  or  light  of  day. 


MIRACLES  OF  CHRIST. 


Luhe  f.,  1-13,   18-22. 


Part  IV. 

NCE  more  the  people  round  Thee  press, 
They  press'd  to  hear  the  word  of  God ; 
The  fishing  boat  was  then  Thy  place, 
While  on  the  shore  the  audience  stood. 

How  fruitless  is  the  work  of  man, 

Unaided  by  the  hand  Divine  ; 
They  toiled  all  night,  but  toiled  in  vain, 

'Till  guided  by  a  word  of  Thine. 

Once  more  the  net  was  in  the  sea, 

Now  it  a  multitude  enclosed  ; 
Then  Simon  Peter  knew  'twas  Thee, 

And  quick  his  hopes  and  fears  were  roused. 

How  happy  they  who  Christ  receive, 

Thou  to  this  vessel  didst  not  come  in  vain ; 

The  three  at  least  on  Thee  believed, 
And  highest  honours  they  attain. 


For,  with  the  apostolic  band, 

Their  honoured  names  became  enrolled  ; 
Them  Thou  didst  send,  through  Israel's  land, 

To  bring  the  lost  within  the  fold. 

A  leper  came  and  worshipped  Thee, 

Devoutly  falling  on  his  face, 
His  case  Thou  didst  with  pity  see, 

And,  lo  !  he  found  Thy  healing  grace. 

Lord,  if  Thou  wilt,  in  faith,  he  said, 

I  know  that  Thou  canst  make  me  clean  ; 

On  him  Thy  gracious  hand  was  laid, 

Healed  was  each  spot,  and  cleansed  each  stain. 

Stricken  with  palsy,  one  was  brought, 

And  laid  before  Thee  in  the  press, 
For  whom,  in  faith,  Thy  help  was  sought, 

Thou  didst  restore  and  greatly  bless. 

Paralysed  and  helpless,  he  no  longer  now 
Lay  on  the  couch  of  weariness  and  pain, 

Words  of  sweetness,  none  could  speak  but  Thou, 
Flow  from  thy  lips,  O  Lamb  for  sinners  slain. 

Thy  sins,  though  many,  are  forgiven, 

Arise,  take  up  thy  bed  and  go, 
A  child  of  God,  an  heir  of  heaven, 

A  miracle  of  grace,  which  only  Christ  could  shew. 

... 
Then  in  their  murmuring  hearts  they  said, 

God  only  can  man's  sins  forgive, 

Nor  knew  they  'twas  Thy  voice  that  bade 

Creation  be,  in  whom  alone  we  live. 

Their  hearts  lay  open  to  Thy  searching  gaze, 

Their  secret  thoughts  were  not  concealed  from  Thee ; 

Thee,  Lord,  most  worthy  of  our  highest  praise, 
They  now  accuse  of  blasphemy. 
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MIRACLES    OF  CHRIST. 


Luke  in.,  6-1 1,   19;    •viu,  2-7,   10. 


Part  V. 

T  was  the  holy  Sabbath  day, 

They  gathered  in  the  synagogue  to  hear 
The  gracious  words  Thou  had  to  say  ;  [there. 

The  man  who  had  a  withered  hand  was  also 

They  watched  Thee  with  malignant  eyes, 

But  sought  in  vain  for  fault  in  Thee  ; 
Now  Thou  didst  bid  the  man  to  rise — 

He  rose*  he  stood  that  all  might  see. 

Then  Thou  didst  bid  him  stretch  his  hand, 

That  withered  hand  he  stretched,  oh  Lord,  to  Thee, 

Through  faith  in  that  benign  command, 
Whole  as  the  other,  lo,  that  hand  they  see. 

Their  wicked  purpose  was  not  long  concealed, 

Thy  life  they  sought  to  take  away ; 
Its  blessed  mission  was  not  yet  fulfilled, 

That  spotless  soul  as  yet  was  not  their  prey. 

For  lo,  the  multitude  around  Thee  pressed, 
They  sought  Thy  healing  power  to  know, 

Might  they  but  touch  Thy  sacred  vest 

They  felt  from  Thee  the  healing  virtue  flow. 

The  good  centurion,  elders  sent  to  Thee 

To  ask  that  Thou  his  servant  wouldst  restore, 

His  sorrows  stirred  their  warmest  sympathy, 
And  help  for  him  they  earnestly  implore. 
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With  kind,  entreating  words  they  sought 
That  Thou  wouldst  instantly  come  down, 

They  spake  of  noble  deeds  which  he  had  wrought, 
How  he  his  love  had  to  their  nation  shewn. 

Then  He,  whose  nature  and  whose  name  is  love, 
Who  still  is  touched  with  human  grief  and  woe, 

With  willing  feet  did  thither  move, 
On  him  His  mercy's  power  to  shew. 

Moved  at  such  wondrous  love  and  grace, 
His  friends  he  sent  to  Thee,  O  Lord  ; 

Through  them  His  wondrous  faith  displays, 
In  God  the  blest  incarnate  word. 

Willing  Thy  mighty  power  to  own, 

Speak  but  the  word,  he  said,  and  he  shall  live ; 
According  to  his  faith  'twas  done, 

Life  to  the  dying  Thou  even  then  didst  give. 


MIRACLES  OF  CHRIST. 


Luke  mi.   12-22. 


Part  VI. 

i* 

fHE  pleasing  theme  I  still  prolong, 
I  muse  on  Thy  kind  works  and  ways, 
And  raise  my  voice  to  Thee  in  song, 

And  with  a  fervent  mind  shew  forth  Thy  praise. 

Through  Nain's  city  gates,  one  day, 

There  slowly  passed  a  mournful  throng  ; 

But  Thou  didst  meet  them  on  the  way, 
As  silently  they  moved  along. 
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It  was  the  widow's  only  son, 

They  bear  to  his  last  resting  place  ; 
Her  soul  was  pierced  with  grief  unknown, 

But  Christ  had  come  the  dead  to  raise. 

Her  tears  Thou  didst  with  pity  see, 

And  kindly  bid  her  weep  no  more  ; 
She  found  a  gracious  friend  in  Thee, 

Her  son  Thou  didst  to  life  restore. 

Didst  give  him  back  to  her  embrace, 

To  be  her  helper  and  her  joy ; 
Let  all  who  love  Thee  magnify  Thy  grace, 

To  spread  Thy  praise  be  still  their  sweet  employ. 

To  Thee  the  messengers  now  came  from  John, 
Saying,  art  Thou  He,  or  is  Christ  yet  to  come  ; 

And  in  that  hour  of  wonders,  now  unknown, 
Many  returned  rejoicing  to  their  home. 

It  was  a  glad  and  memorable  hour, 

With  one  consent  the  afflicted  came  to  Thee  ; 
Sight,  health,  speech,  hearing,  Thou  didst  then  restore, 

And  from  the  power  of  death  didst  set  the  captive 

[free. 
Then  Thou  didst  bid  them  go  their  way, 

And  tell  the  wonders  they  had  seen  and  heard  ; 
The  evil  spirits  were  subject  to  Thy  sway, 

Thou  to  the  poor  didst  preach  the  gospel  word. 

.  And  truly  blessed,  Lord,  are  they 

Who  with  their  heart  on  Thee  believe  ; 
Who  gladly  own  Thy  pleasing  sway, 
Thy  utmost  grace  they  shall  receive 
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MIRACLES   OF  CHRIST. 


Luke  •viii.,  22,  24,  27,   30,   38-40. 


Part  VII. 

fHY  business  here  was  doing  good, 
In  contemplation  still  I  follow  Thee  ; 
In  villages,  in  cities,  on  the  flood, 
j        In  every  place  Thy  works  I  see. 

A  fearful  storm  disturbed  the  sea, 

The  winds  and  waves  swept  wildly  round, 

The  gracious  Master,  where  was  He  ? 
Alas  !  He  now  asleep  was  found. 

He,  by  incessant  toil  opprest, 

Had  gently  sunk  to  calm  repose  ; 

Like  ours,  His  nature  needed  rest 

And  respite  from  earth's  cares  and  woes. 

The  weak  disciples,  filled  with  fear, 
Had  tried  their  utmost  skill  in  vain  • 

Danger  and  death  were  very  near, 
Unless  they  help  from  Christ  obtain. 

To  Him  in  their  distress  they  fly, 

They  rudely  wake  Him  out  of  sleep  ; 

Master,  we  perish  !  was  their  cry, 
We  sink  into  the  yawning  deep. 

Then,  with  a  word,  the  sea  He  stilled, 
Disordered  nature  owned  His  voice, 

With  wonder  and  amazement  filled, 
Safe  in  His  power  they  now  rejoice. 
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Then  to  the  other  side  they  came, 

And  from  the  city  met  a  man  possest 
Of  spirits  dire  and  foul,  Legion  by  name, 

But  Jesus,  full  of  mercy,  drove   them   from  his 

[breast. 
In  his  right  mind,  and  clothed,  he  now  is  seen, 

Waiting  to  hear  the  gospel  word  ; 
Oh,  what  a  change  must  this  have  been, 

To  perfect  soundness  now  restored. 

What  marvel  that  he  now  desired 

To  be  with  such  a  loving  Friend, 
Love  in  return,  his  heart  inspired, 

He  sought  His  glory  to  extend. 

But  Jesus  bade  him  homeward  go, 

And  seek  to  spread  His  praises  there, 
And  to  his  friends  the  wonders  shew, 

Twas  now  his  happiness  to  share. 

The  people  gladly  now  receive 

The  Teacher  who  had  come  from  heaven, 

With  ready  mind  the  truth  believe, 

While  such  convincing  proof  was  given, 

That  He  was  Christ,  God's  only  Son, 

By  the  Eternal  Father  sent, 
With  Him  to  make  the  sinner  one, 

To  bear  the  righteous  punishment, 

Which  to  our  sin  was  justly  due, 

Pardon  and  grace  for  all  to  gain, 
Mercy  He  waiteth  now  to  shew 

To  every  seeking  child  of  man. 
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MIRACLES  OF  CHRIST. 


Luke  viii ,  41-56. 


Part  VIII. 

r'  NN UMBERED  works  of  power  and  love 
Recorded  in  Thy  word  we  find  ; 
Beyond  a  doubt  they  clearly  prove 
Thee  the  true  friend  of  human  kind. 

The  stately  ruler  of  Thy  fame  had  heard, 
And  in  distress  he  came  to  Thee, 

Thy  help  believingly  implored  ; 

Lo  !  at  Thy  feet  the  suppliant  we  see. 

With  earnest  pleading  he  besought 

That  Thou  would'st  haste,  without  delay, 

His  little  daughter  nigh  to  death  was  brought, 
And  only  Thou  the  fatal  stroke  could  stay. 

But  they  detained  Thee  in  that  place, 

And  there  a  feeble  sufferer  tries 
To  force  her  way  amid  the  press, 

Not  unobserved  by  Thy  all-seeing  eyes. 

Before  the  crowd  she  then  confessed 

The  faith  that  moved  her  steps  to  Thee ; 

Why  she  had  touched  Thy  sacred  vest, 

And  how  she  was  made  whole  immediately. 

But  ever  mindful  of  Thy  creature's  woe, 

Thou  with  the  ruler  didst  repair, 
On  him  Thy  mercy's  power  to  show, 

And  stay  the  tide  of  sorrow  there. 
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This  daughter  Thou  to  life  didst  raise, 
Her  youthful  bloom  again  restore  ; 

With  wondering  awe  still  let  me  trace 
These  proofs  of  Thy  almighty  power. 

A  loving  father  brought  to  Thee 
His  child  possest  by  Satan's  power, 

His  tears  Thou  didst  with  pity  see, 
To  perfect  soundness  didst  restore. 

In  vain  the  weak  disciples  tried 

The  evil  spirit  to  expel, 
But  when  to  Thee  in  faith  he  cried, 

His  son  Thou  didst  restore  and  heal. 


MIRACLES   OF    CHRIST. 

_____ 

Luke  x::i.,  n-13;  xvii.  12-19;  *wra.  35-43;  xxiv.,  42,43. 

Part  IX. 

/  W  EGARDLESS  of  the  angry  frown 
I        Of  rulers,  or  of  pharisees, 
^  Again  Thy  healing  power  was  shewn 
J  On  one  bowed  down  with  sad  disease. 

All  human  power  and  skill  were  vain 

The  fearful  malady  to  heal ; 
Oppressed  with  weakness,  worn  with  pain, 

She  sighed  Thy  gracious  touch  to  feel. 

Soon  as  Thy  hands  on  her  were  laid, 
Her  weakness  and  her  pain  was  gone ; 

The  sorrowful  was  now  made  glad, 
No  love  like  Thine  was  ever  known. 
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Another  form  of  human  grief 

Is  now  presented  to  Thy  gracious  eyes  ; 

From  Thee  the  sufferers  sought  relief, 
And  Thou  didst  listen  to  their  plaintive  cries. 

The  ten  accost  Thee  passing  by, 

Beneath  the  leprosy  they  groan ; 
Jesus,  Master,  with  one  voice  they  cry, 

Oh  let  Thy  mercy  now  on  us  be  shown. 

Then  Thou  didst  bid  them  go  their  way, 

And  shew  themselves  unto  the  priest, 
And  as  they  went  Thou  didst  Thy  power  display ; 

And  one,  more  true  than  all  the  rest, 

Soon  as  he  found  his  leprosy  was  gone, 

Returned  to  give  his  praise  to  Thee ; 
His  grateful  offering  Thou  didst  own, 

His  faith  with  sweet  complacence  see. 

The  ungrateful  nine  Thou  didst  reprove, 
On  whom  such  favours  had  been  shewn, 

Their  want  of  gratitude  and  love, 

To  Thy  omnicient  eye,  was  fully  known. 

Then  passing  on  to  Jericho, 

By  the  highway  a  man  was  found, 
Who  of  the  people  sought  to  know 

What  meant  this  stir  and  busy  sound. 

They  told  him  it  was  Jesus  that  passed  by, 
The  wondrous  prophet  come  from  Galilee, 

And  now  was  heard  the  earnest  cry  : 
Mercy,  thou  son  of  David,  upon  me. 

Nor  did  he  seek  Thy  help  in  vain, 

Thou  didst  command  hirn  to  be  brought, 

The  Son  of  God,  the  Son  of  Man, 

Didst  give  the  blessing  He  in  faith  had  sought. 
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And  now  his  grateful  love  he  shewed, 

And  with  a  ready  mind  he  followed  Thee, 

Giving  the  glory  all  to  God, 

Whose  wondrous  power  had  made  the  blind  to 

[see. 

Last,  but  not  least,  that  miracle  of  grace 

Performed  by  Thee  while  suffering  on  the  cross, 

The  dying  thief  to  Paradise  to  raise, 

Has  the  first  fruit  of  that  sad  hour  of  woes. 


MIRACLES  OF   CHRIST. 


John  ;;.,  2,  3,  5,  7-10,  13-16  ;  iv.  46"53- 
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Part  X. 

OW  as  with  wonder  and  with  joy 
On  all  Thy  mighty  works  I  gaze, 
Thy  praise  shall  still  my  lips  employ, 
A  humble  song  to  Thee  I'll  raise. 

Once  at  a  marriage  thou  wert  guest, 

And  there  was  manifest  Thy  power  divine, 

For  at  that  happy  social  feast 

Water  was  turned  into  the  choicest  wine. 

The  vessel  they  with  water  filled, 

With  what  amazement  now  they  draw  ; 

Soon  as  Thy  gracious  power  had  will'd, 
They  see  the  precious  liquid  glow. 

Thy  power  produced  the  needful  wine, 
Let  none  the  precious  gift  abuse, 

Fit  emblem  of  the  grace  divine, 
Which  God  the  Spirit  doth  infuse. 
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Once  more  the  yearly  feast  came  round, 

And  Thou,  who  didst  all  righteousness  fulfil, 

In  Salem's  loved  abode  wast  found, 
Intent  to  do  the  Father's  will. 

Within  that  hallowed  temple  Thou  didst  see 

The  men  who  sought  for  worldly  gain  ; 
When,  moved  with  just  and  holy  jealousy. 


Thou  didst  its  ancient  rights  maintain 


') 
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And  with  the  scourge,  which  Thy  own  hands  had  made, 
Didst  drive  the  sheep  and  oxen  thence  ; 

Thy  true  authority  was  there  displayed, 
The  people,  awed  by  Thy  omnipotence, 

Then  hastened  from  the  sacred  place, 
Profaned  by  shameful  deeds  of  wrong, 

Where  once  they  sought  Jehovah's  face, 
And  joined  to  swell  the  choral  song. 

And  now  Thy  wondrous  fame  was  spread, 
And  needy  ones  were  drawn  to  Thee ; 

First  of  a  nobleman  we  read, 
Who  came  to  Thee  in  Galilee. 

Sick,  at  Capernaum,  there  lay 

One  who,  his  tenderest  feelings  stirred, 

He  sought  that  Thou,  without  delay, 

Would'st  hasten  there  and  speak  the  healing  word. 

Nor  didst  Thou  his  request  deny, 

The  good  he  sought  was  freely  done, 
No  distance  could  Thy  power  defy, 

Thy  healing  virtue  there  was  known. 

No  sooner  was  the  news  received, 

That  health  was  to  his  son  restored, 
Than  he,  with  his  whole  house,  believed 

On  Thee  their  Saviour  and  their  Lord. 
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MIRACLES   OF  CHRIST. 


John  v.,   1-9,-     -si.,   31,  63. 


Part  XI. 

I  *OW  at  Bethesda's  pool  we  find 

The  blessed  Son  of  God  most  high, 
There  were  the  lame,  the  halt,  the.  blind, 
Waiting  the  angel's  passing  by. 

There,  too,  was  one  who  long  had  been 

The  helpless  victim  of  disease, 
For  eight  and  thirty  years,  as  may  be  seen, 

How  welcome  then  was  He  who  brought  him  health 

[and  ease. 
The  good  physician  saw  him  lie, 

Full  well  he  knew  how  sad  his  case, 
And,  moved  with  tenderest  sympathy, 

He  waited  to  make  known  His  grace. 


t>* 


Wilt  thou  be  whole  ?  He  kindly  said  ; 

Wilt  thou  accept  thy  cure  from  me  ? 
I  came  to  bless  and  make  thee  glad, 

From  thy  infirmity  to  set  thee  free. 

Oh,  sir !  the  man  despairing  cries, 
No  friend  is  left  for  me  to  care ; 

Oft  as  these  troubled  waters  rise, 
Others  their  wondrous  virtues  share. 

While  I  am  left  in  grief  and  woe, 
My  loneliness  and  pain  to  mourn  ; 

Before  my  eyes,  how  many  know 

The  joy  and  blessedness  of  health's  return. 
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The  stranger  then  displayed  His  power, 
The  man  to  perfect  health  restored, 

He  bade  him  go  and  sin  no  more, 

Thus  proving  He  was  Christ  the  Lord. 

Weakness  and  pain  at  once  were  gone, 
He  took  his  bed  and  walked  with  ease  ; 

As  yet  his  benefactor  was  not  known, 
For  Jesus  thence  himself  conveys. 

Still  passing  on,  from  place  to  place, 

On  this  benign  yet  arduous  mission  tour. 

Glad  were  the  crowd  to  see  Thy  face, 
The  sick  rejoiced  to  feel  Thy  power. 

How  kind  and  timely  was  Thine  aid, 
When  round  Thee  pressed  that  needy  crowd, 

When  Thou  didst  bless  and  break  the  bread, 
'Twas  plenteously  on  all  bestowed. 

There,  in  the  wilderness,  behold 
Thou  spread'st  a  bountiful  repast, 

As  when  the  manna,  in  the  days  of  old, 
Around  their  tents  was  thickly  cast, 

Thy  power  the  hungry  satisfied, 

Thy  love  the  weary  soothed  and  cheered  ; 
The  good  most  needed  was  supplied, 

As  Thy  life-giving  words  were  felt  and  heard. 

The  man  who,  from  his  birth,  was  blind, 
Rejoiced  Thy  sacred  form  to  see  : 

Before  the  Pharisees  we  find 

He  fearlessly  acknowledged  Thee. 

For  since  the  world  began,  said  he, 

Was  such  a  marvel  known  before, 
That  one  born  blind  was  made  to  see  ? 

This  is  a  work  of  more  than  human  power. 
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Out  of  the  synagogue  they  cast 

Reproach,  he  suffered  for  Thy  name, 

Rewarded  by  Thy  smile,  at  last 

His  was  the  honour,  theirs  the  shame. 

Thou  to  Thyself  his  faith  didst  test, 
Didst  ask  if  he  on  Thee  believed, 

He  owned  Thy  power,  Thy  name  confessed, 
He  worshipped,  and  Thy  grace  received. 


.MIRACLES   OF   CHRIST. 

Jchtl   XI. 

Part   XII. 

N  Bethany's  ancient  town  there  dwelt 
A  happy  family  whom  Jesus  loved, 
The  power  of  His  love  by  each  member  was  felt, 
Their  love  in  return  with  gladness  they  proved. 


Whene'er,  at  the  close  of  the  weary  day, 
The  blessed  Master  was  pleased  to  repair, 

To  tarry  a  night  on  His  earthly  way, 
He  met  with  a  kind  reception  there. 

While  Martha  the  social  meal  prepared, 

And  Mary  devoutly  sat  at  His  feet, 
And  favoured  Lazarus  the  honour  shared, 

In  their  guest  all  true  perfection  meet. 

The  sister,  once  vile  and  sunk  and  depraved, 

Of  the  evil  spirits  He  dispossessed ; 
In  His  love  she  was  happy  and  consciously  saved, 

In  His  service  she  found  both  sweetness  and  rest. 
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His  lips  had  pronounced  her  sins  forgiven, 
'Twas  He  had  restored  and  lifted  her  up  ; 

Through  Him  she  received  the  earnest  of  heaven, 
'Twas  His  spirit  inspired  with  the  life-giving  hope. 

But  Jesus,  in  person,  was  not  always  there, 

And  during  His  absence  how  changed  was  the  scene, 

The  kind  host  lay  sick,  of  life  they  despair, 

A  period  of  watching  and  waiting  their  call  to  sustain. 

Let  us  send  for  the  Master,  the  kind  sisters  said, 

And  He  will  surely  bring  us  relief; 
But,  strangely,  He  now  His  coming  delayed, 

'Till  their  hearts  were  o'erwhelmed  with  a  full  tide 

[of  grief. 
In  that  earthly  home  of  sunshine  and  shade 

A  painful  contrast  now  took  place, 
There  the  king  of  terrors  a  visit  paid, 

Spreading  gloom  and  dismay  o'er  each  mind  and  face. 

In  the  dreary  sepulchre  their  loved  one  was  laid, 
Their  earthly  joys  seemed  all  withered  and  past ; 

But  soon  were  the  welcome  tidings  conveyed 
That  Jesus,  the  Master,  had  come  at  the  last. 

They  hasten  to  meet  Him,  their  sorrows  to  tell, 
They  pour  forth  their  grief  into  His  loving  ear; 

He  was  their  true  friend,  He  loved  them  well, 
And  now  He  had  come  the  mourners  to  cheer. 

For  a  special  reason,  noble  and  wise, 

The  help  which  they  sought  had  been  delayed ; 

That  now,  before  their  wondering  eyes, 
His  glorious  God-head  might  be  displayed. 

Incontestable  proof  of  the  truth  was  given, 
As  His  voice  was  heard  in  the  echoing  grave, 

That  He  was  the  mighty  One,  come  from  heaven, 
The  fallen  race  to  restore  and  save. 

. ,% 
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For  Lazarus  came  forth,  with  grave-clothes  bound, 
From  the  power  of  disease  and  death  restored, 

To  the  joyful  surprise  of  all  around, 

He  heard  and  obeyed  the  voice  of  the  Lord. 

In  Jesus  accomplished  with  rapture  we  see, 
The  words  by  Jehovah,  the  spirit,  inspired  ; 

He  hath  swallowed  up  death  in  victory, 

He  triumphed  o'er  death,  as  in  death  He  expired. 


LUKE  XVII  [.,  16. 


But  Jesus  called  them  unto  Him,  and  said  :  Suffer  little  children  to 
come  unto  me,  and  forbid  them  not,  for  of  such  is  the  kingdom 
of  God.  Luke  xviii.  16. 


\\  ES,  bring  them  to  Jesus,  He  calls  them  to  Him, 
He  loves  them  and  died  their  souls  to  redeem  ; 
He  only  can  bless  them,  and  guard  them  from  ill, 

^5  Then  bring  them  to  Jesus,  He  calleth  them  still. 

Yes,  bring  them  to  Jesus,  by  faith  and  by  prayer, 
By  example  and  precept,  be  it  your  care 
To  teach  them  His  kind  commands  to  obey, 
And  He  will  reward  you  in  that  great  day 

When  He  makes  up  His  jewels,  and  numbers  His  own. 
Then  will  He  acknowledge  the  service  you've  done ; 
Then,  among  the  redeemed  ones,  these  children  shall 
And  joyfully  greet  you  at  God's  right  hand.      [stand, 

Let  teachers  and  parents  their  efforts  unite 
To  bring  them  to  Jesus,  He  alone  has  a  right 
To  their  earliest  affections,  their  warmest  desire, 
Then  teach  their  young  minds  after  Him  to  aspire. 
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He's  waiting  to  bless  them,  His  love  to  impart, 
And  sweetly  impress  each  infantile  heart, 
To  lead  them  on,  in  the  paths  of  His  grace, 
And  bring  them  ere  long  to  that  heavenly  place. 

Then  bring  them  to  Jesus,  they  truly  are  blest 
Who  trust  in  His  name  ;  on  His  merit  who  rest, 
The  kingdom  of  grace  to  them  He  hath  given, 
And  made  them  the  heirs  of  the  kingdom  of  heaven. 


MARK  X.,  14,   16. 


Suffer  the  little  children  to  come  unto  me,  and  forbid  them  not,  for 
of  such  is  the  kingdom  of  heaven  ;  and  He  took  them  up  in 
His  arms,  put  His  hand  upon  them,  and  blessed  them. 

Ma-k  x.,  14,  16. 

1 ISTEN,  for  'tis  the  Saviour's  voice, 
How  kind,  how  gentle  is  its  tone  ; 
He  bids  the  little  ones  rejoice, 

He  blesses,  takes  them  for  His  own. 

They,  through  His  precious  death,  become 

Meet  for  the  inheritance  above  ; 
He  takes  them  to  His  heavenly  home, 

And  makes  them  share  His  Father's  love. 

Then  let  our  grateful  hearts  adore 
The  Lord  who  gave,  who  took  away  ; 

They  have  but  gone  awhile  before, 
To  dwell  in  heaven's  unclouded  day. 

And  soon  the  loved  ones  shall  we  meet, 
Where  grief  and  pain  will  be  unknown, 

And  cast  our  crowns  at  Jesu's  feet, 
And  see  Him  on  His  glorious  throne. 

No  more  the  Man  of  Sorrows  now, 

He  reigns,  the  Prince  of  life  and  peace ; 

The  angel-hosts  before  Him  bow, 
And  raptured  saints  behold  His  face. 
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i  PETER,  I.,  18. 


Forasmuch  as  ye  know  that  ye  were  not  redeemed  with  corruptible 
things,  as  silver  and  gold,  but  with  the  precious  blood  of  Christ 
as  a  Lamb  without  blemish  and  without  spot.  I  Peter,  L,  I 8. 


H  !  mystery  of  love  unknown, 

Its  sacred  meaning  none  can  tell, 
Not  angels  that  surround  the  throne 
Can  sound  its  depths  unsearchable. 

Such  wondrous  love  to  man  was  shewn, 
To  man  the  well-beloved  of  heaven  ; 

The  Father  gave  His  only  Son 

That  we,  through  Him,  might  be  forgiven. 

Down  from  the  'shining  worlds  on  high, 
The  mighty  God  of  truth  and  love 

Came  to  this  earth  to  live  and  die, 
That  we  with  Him  might  reign  above. 

Resigning  all  His  glory  now, 

He  deigns  as  man  with  men  to  dwell ; 
See  Him  beneath  our  sorrows  bow, 

To  save  our  guilty  souls  from  hell. 

Oh,  what  a  ransom,  what  a  price, 
It  cost  our  ruined  souls  to  buy  ! 

None  but  this  great  sacrifice 
The  claims  divine  could  satisfy. 

This  wondrous  price  the  Saviour  paid, 
This  spotless  sacrifice  was  given  ; 

Christ  hath  for  all  atonement  made, 
Hath  opened  wide  the  gates  of  heaven. 
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Accepted  now,  through  Jesu's  grace, 
Forgiven  through  His  precious  name, 

To  Him  our  faithful  hearts  we  raise, 
His  righteousness  as  ours  we  claim. 

How  blest  are  they,  His  yoke  who  bear, 
Who,  hearkening  to  His  gracious  voice, 

Still  by  their  constant  lives  declare 
Theirs  is  a  wise  and  happy  choice. 

By  choosing  Him  they  thus  secure 
All  needful  good  while  here  below, 

To  such  their  daily  bread  is  sure, 
With  songs  of  joy  to  heaven  they  go. 

Then  how  such  love  shall  we  repay  ? 

How  show  our  gratitude  to  Him  ? 
Let  all  our  works  our  love  display 

To  Him  who  doth  from  sin  redeem. 

And  let  our  happy  lives  proclaim 
•  The  great  salvation  we  enjoy, 
Our  only  boast  be  Jesu's  name, 

His  praise  our  grateful  lips  employ. 

'Till  far  and  wide  His  fame  shall  spread, 
'Till  every  knee  to  Him  shall  bow, 

Still  be  His  hallowing  influence  shed 
On  all  His  people  here  below. 

Ye  sinners  at  His  call  repent, 

His  gospel  with  your  hearts  believe, 

And  all  the  blessings  of  the  covenant, 
Through  Him,  ye  freely  shall  receive. 

Oh,  come  to  Christ,  without  delay, 
Nor  longer  slight  His  dying  love  ; 

He  is  your  life,  your  truth,  your  way 
To  everlasting  joys  above. 
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PSALM    CXXIL,    6. 


Pray  for  the  peace  of  Jerusalem,  they  shall  prosper  that  love  Thee. 

Psalm  cxxii.,  6. 


0 


H  Thou  that  hearest  Thy  people's  prayer, 
Regard  our  interceding  cry ; 
Now  in  our  midst  Thy  arm  make  bare, 
And  send  us  now  prosperity. 


Thy  work  revive  in  this  our  day, 
Remember  Zion  now  for  good, 

Take  her  reproach  and  sin  away, 
And  sanctify  her  with  Thy  blood. 

And  let  the  world  Thy  glory  see, 

And  let  the  church  Thy  power  adore, 

Let  all  mankind  be  drawn  to  Thee, 
Reign  Thou,  supreme,  the  nations  o'er. 

Let  the  millennial  glory  dawn, 
And  let  the  curse  be  done  away  ; 

Oh  give  the  kingdoms  to  Thy  Son, 
Let  all  His  righteous  laws  obey. 


ADDRESS  TO  THE  TEACHERS  OF  THE 

SOWERBY    WESLEYAN     SUNDAY    SCHOOL, 

during  one  of  their  Quarterly  Gatherings. 


AIL  !  ye  bands  of  christian  teachers, 
Here  in  Jesu's  name  agreed, 
To  advance  His  glorious  kingdom, 
And  His  triumphs  wide  to  spread. 
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Highly  favoured,  truly  honoured, 
Yours  is  blessed  work  indeed, — 

To  train  the  youthful  race  for  Jesus, 
And  in  wisdom's  paths  to  lead. 

Impotent  and  insufficient 
Though  as  instruments  ye  be, 

Power  Divine  shall  make  you  mighty, 
And  ye  wondrous  things  shall  see. 

Only  let  each  eye  be  single, 

And  every  motive  pure, 
Then  God  shall  give  His  blessing, 

And  your  success  is  sure. 

Remember  ye  the  promise — 
That  they  who  sow  shall  reap ; 

That  He  who  never  slumbers 
Doth  a  true  record  keep, 

Of  all  the  hallowed  labour 
That  in  His  name  is  done  ; 

And  when  He  cometh,  in  His  glory, 
The  smallest  work  He'll  own. 

Work,  then,  with  cheerful  courage 
In  the  vineyard  of  your  Lord, 

Waiting  till  the  final  harvest, 
To  receive  your  full  reward. 
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LINES  ON  THE  DESTRUCTION— BY  FIRE— 

OF  THE  WESLEYAN  CHAPEL,  SOWERBY, 
Which  took  place  on  the  night  of  March  ioth,  1876. 


"  Our  holy  and  our  beautiful  house,  where    our  fathers  praised  Thee, 
is  burned  up  with  fire  ;  and  all  our  pleasant  things  are  laid  waste. 

Isaiah  Ixiv.,  II. 


pl  LAS  for  our  dear  house  of  prayer, 
j\       Why  did  the  flames  enkindle  there  ? 
[A      Why,  in  one  night,  were  we  bereft, 
<-]        And  not  a  remnant  of  its  beauty  left? 

Oh  !  Thou  whose  ways  are  far  above  our  thought, 
Behold  what  desolation  here  is  wrought ; 
Behold,  and  let  Thy  gracious  ear 
Regard  Thy  people's  earnest  prayer. 

Direct  their  efforts,  give  success, 
Help  them  Thy  temple  to  replace  ; 
And  let  Thy  glory  there  be  seen, 
In  the  salvation  of  the  souls  of  men. 

What  tho'  this  house  in  ruin  lay, 
And  tho'  its  glory  seem  to  pass  away  ; 
In  that  Eternal  House,  not  made  with  hands, 
Full  many  a  saint  as  witness  stands. 

That  this  blest  fabric  was  not  reared  in  vain, 
And  many  still  on  earth  can  testify  again 
That  they,  within  that  hallowed  shrine, 
Found  mercy  through  the  sacrifice  divine. 
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From  year  to  year,  each  Sabbath  day, 
The  rising  generations  found  their  way 
Within  these  gates,  and  there  they  heard 
Of  Jesus,  their  redeeming  Lord. 

And  many  have  on  Him  believed, 
In  early  life  His  grace  received, 
And  in  his  fear  have  passed  their  days, 
Now  they  behold  Him  face  to  face. 

And  in  the  glorious  realms  above 
Adore  the  riches  of  His  love ; 
See  and  admire  His  wond'rous  ways, 
Lost  in  His  plenitude  of  grace. 

Yes,  though  the  raging  flames  devour 
This  sacred  house  with  all  its  store, 
The  precious  fruit  once  gathered  here 
Shall  in  the  day  of  Christ  appear. 

And  numbers  here  for  glory  born, 
Shall  their  Redeemer's  crown  adorn, 
And  in  the  shining  courts  above 
Behold  with  joy  the  God  of  love. 


HEBREWS    XII.,  6. 


For  whom  the  Lord  loveth   He  chasteneth,  and  scourgeth  every  son 
whom  He  receiveth.  Hebrews  xii.,  6. 


I 


HE  Lord  Jehovah  lives  and  reigns, 


And  still  His  glorious  cause  maintains  ; 
His  people  He  delights  to  save, 
In  Him  a  sure  defence  they  have. 


-* 
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While  we  His  chastening  hand  have  known, 
Has  He  not  dealt  as  with  His  own  ? 
Has  He  not  chastised  us  for  good, 
When  the  design  is  understood  ? 

Shall  we  not  own,  and  gladly  tell, 
Jehovah  hath  done  all  things  well  ? 
In  grateful  song  His  love  proclaim, 
His  love  as  changeless  as  His  name. 

His  hand  hath  mighty  wonders  wrought, 
Surpassing  far  our  loftiest  thought, 
But  all  His  works  are  wrought  in  love ; 
And  'till  His  hand  the  veil  remove, 

Our  souls  shall  wait  and  trust  Him  still, 
For  grace  to  endure  His  perfect  will ; 
'Till  all  transformed  by  love  divine, 
We  in  His  bright  resemblance  shine. 

And  should  He  count  us  meet  to  raise 
A  sanctuary  to  His  praise, 
Like  David's  favoured  son,  may  we 
Be  there  allowed  His  power  to  see. 


SOWERBY  WESLEYAN  CHAPEL. 


I 


HE  year  is  almost  passed, 

What  changes  has  it  wrought; 
The  place  wherein  we  worshipped  last 
Is  to  destruction  brought. 


But  God  our  help  has  been, 

Our  refuge  in  distress  ; 
We  surely  have  His  goodness  seen, 

And  proved  His  special  grace. 
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Kind  friends  have  lent  their  aid, 

Our  ruin  to  repair  ; 
Nobly  their  sympathy  displayed, 

To  raise  a  house  of  prayer. 

Nor  is  their  work  in  vain, 
Behold  the  structure  rise  : — 

A  school  in  which  the  young  to  train, 
To  win  the  heavenly  prize. 

And  now  the  House  of  God, 

We  long  again  to  build, 
And  may  this  new,  this  lov'd  abode, 

Be  with  His  presence  filled. 

And  may  He  deign  to  bless 

The  labour  of  our  hands, 
And  crown  our  efforts  with  success, 

'Till  free  this  temple  stands. 

Past  kindnesses  we  freely  own, 

Yet  further  help  we  need  ; 
So,  when  we  lay  the  corner  stone, 

Favour  us  with  your  aid. 

While  a  great  work  is  done, 

A  greater  still  remains, 
So  help,  dear  friends,  to  lay  this  stone, 

And  God  will  bless  your  pains. 

The  Lord  will  you  reward, 
His  blessing  shall  be  given  ; 

Each  deed  He  kindly  will  regard, 
And  record  them  in  heaven. 

Oh  !  do  not  then  complain, 
Nor  say  we  have  been  before  ; 

But  when  these  children  come  again, 
And  wait  before  your  door — 
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Remember  they  are  messengers, 
Sent  by  the  church  to  take 

From  you  a  willing  offering, 
Bestowed  for  Jesu's  sake. 

Their  little  hands  are  waiting 
Your  bounty  to  receive  ; 

Their  little  hearts  are  beating 
With  joy  your  alms  to  give 

Into  the  church's  treasury  ; 

There  lay  up  precious  store, 
And  it  will  be  remembered, 

^Then  time  shall  be  no  more. 


LINES     ON     THE     OPENING     OF     THE 
SOWERBY     WESLEYAN     SCHOOL. 


ri  ND  now  the  welcome  day  has  come, 
11    And  we  are  gathered  safely  home  ; 
[A    Then  let  us  gladly  join  to  sing 
<-[     The  praises  of  our  Heavenly  King. 

A  way  He  hath  for  us  prepared, 
And  we  His  sovereign  love  have  shared , 
His  name's  a  tower  and  hiding  place, 
A  present  refuge  in  distress. 

His  eye  hath  all  our  troubles  seen, 
Open  to  us  His  ear  hath  been  ; 
And  now  a  grateful  song  we  raise, 
May  He  accept  our  fervent  praise. 


*- 
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Still  may  His  grace  on  us  descend, 
While  at  His  footstool,  here,  we  bend  ; 
His  utmost  goodness  may  we  prove, 
Loved  as  He  only  us  can  love. 

And  may  our  lives  shew  forth  His  praise, 
And  may  the  remnant  of  our  days 
Be  spent  to  Him,  and  Him  alone, 
Who  hath  on  us  such  kindness  shown. 


LINES     ON      LEAVING      THE      ENDOWED 

SCHOOL. 

By   a   grateful    worshipper    in  connection    with    the 
Wesleyans  at  Sowerby. 


E  were  as  sheep  without  a  fold, 

Nor  shelter  for  the  lambs  was  found  ; 
But,  moved  with  sympathy,  behold 
Kind  friends  both  far  and  near  abound. 

We  saw,  with  fear,  the  gathering  cloud, 
And  sought  a  refuge  from  the  storm  ; 

When  here  we  freely  were  allowed 
To  worship  God  in  our  own  form. 

This  school  was  asked  and  kindly  lent, 
And  old  and  young  were  gathered  there, 

And  many  happy  sabbaths  have  we  spent, 
For  'tis  to  us  the  house  of  prayer. 

Here  we  have  heard  the  joyful  sound, 

Here  we  have  joined  in  prayer  and  praise, 

True  to  His  word  the  Saviour  found 
Here  in  His  plenitude  of  grace. 


-* 
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Then,  as  we  leave  this  peaceful  shade 
And  thankful  turn  to  our  new  place, 

Shall  the  just  meed  of  praise  be  paid 
To  those  who  helped  us  in  distress. 


ON  LAYING   MEMORIAL  STONES   OF   THE 
NEW    WESLEYAN    CHAPEL,    SOWERBY. 


ND  now  the  welcome  day  we  greet, 
And  with  the  gathered  throng 
We  worship  at  the  mercy  seat, 
And  swell  the  joyful  song. 


1 


We  meet  to  lay  the  corner  stone 
Of  a  new  house  of  prayer  ; 

The  Lord  our  feeble  efforts  own 
And  grant  His  presence  there. 

As  through  the  wilderness  of  old 

He  did  His  Israel  lead, 
His  people  now  he  doth  behold, 

His  flock  He  still  doth  feed. 

Through  every  past  distress 

His  hand  hath  led  us  on, 
Let  us  unite  His  name  to  bless, 

And  all  His  goodness  own. 

To  Him  our  thankful  hearts  we  raise ; 

To  Him  we  tune  our  song  ; 
To  Him  lift  up  the  voice  of  praise, 

To  whom  all  praise  belong. 


*#- 
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THE    OPENING    OF    THE 
NEW    WESLEYAN    CHAPEL   ANTICIPATED. 


fET  Zion  arise  and  be  glad, 
Let  her  put  on  the  garments  of  praise, 
The  Lord  hath  His  goodness  displayed, 
We  have  witnessed  His  mercy  and  grace. 

And  now,  on  this  festival  day, 

The  God  of  our  mercies  we  praise, 

Who  chaseth  our  sorrow  away, 
And  giveth  us  joy  in  its  place. 

His  people  He  hath  not  forgot, 

Nor  left  us  alone  in  distress  ; 
His  power  and  His  truth  fail  not, 

He  still  is  plenteous  in  grace. 

To  Him  let  our  praises  ascend, 

Let  the  voice  of  thanksgiving  resound 

To  God  our  unchangeable  friend, 
Whose  mercies  encompass  us  round. 

Tho'  weeping  endure  for  a  night, 

The  day  of  rejoicing  is  near, 
When,  with  sacred  and  hallowed  delight, 

We  again  in  His  temple  appear 

In  songs  to  Jehovah  our  voices  to  raise, 
To  bow  at  His  footstool  in  prayer; 

Thrice  worthy  is  Pie  of  our  loftiest  praise, 

May  our  circumspect  lives  His  praises  declare. 

And  henceforth  may  we  serve  the  Lord 
With  a  perfect  heart  and  willing  mind, 

And  seek  to  ensure  a  full  reward 

From  the  worthy  Judge  of  all  mankind. 
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Still,  as  each  returning  sabbath  morn 

We  repair  to  this  sacred  place. 
May  the  light  of  Jehovah  His  temple  adorn, 

Here  may  we  behold  His  power  and  grace. 

To  all  who  have  helped  us  this  structure  to  rear, 
Let  the  choicest  blessings  be  given  ; 

True  peace  and  love  be  their  portion  here, 
And  hereafter  the  perfect  joy  of  heaven. 


-*- 


A    GRATEFUL   RECOLLECTION 

OF    THE    KINDNESS    OF 

THE      CONGREGATIONALISTS      TOWARDS 

THE  WESLEYANS, 

after  having  enjoyed  the  privilege  of  worshipping  in 

their  Chapel  and  School-room  for  a  considerable 

number  of  times. 


HAT  beauteous  acts  of  christian  kindness 
From  time  to  time  to  us  are  shewn ; 
Far,  far  beyond  our  power  to  express, 
With  truly  grateful  hearts  we  own. 

These  noble  deeds  have  been  repeated, 
And,  on  a  second  anniversary  day, 

Within  your  hallowed  temple  seated, 
The  hours  have  sweetly  passed  away. 

Met  in  this  consecrated  shrine, 

Mingling  in  grateful  adoration, 
Listening  to  precious  truths  divine 

Concerning  Jesus  and  the  resurrection. 


I 
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In  the  first  crisis  of  our  grief, 

When  dark  and  sad  our  prospects  were, 
To  us  it  was  no  small  relief, 

To  meet  a  kind  reception  here. 

And  when  our  zeal  we  would  maintain 

Towards  distant  heathen  lands, 
'Twas  in  this  School-room  gathered  then 

The  helpers  of  the  missionary  bands. 

When,  through  God's  blessing  on  our  labour, 
And  friends  who  kindly  lent  their  aid, 

We  sought  a  sabbath  school  to  rear, 
When  the  memorial  stones  were  laid. 

Once  more  our  willing  steps  were  bent 
In  the  direction  of  this  house  of  prayer, 

Again  this  school  was  kindly  lent 
And  thankfully  we  gathered  there. 

Refreshment  we  together  took, 

And  friend  with  friend  kind  words  did  interchange, 
And  then  we  took  a  pleasant  walk 

That  others  might  the  place  arrange. 

Returning  thence  we  joined  to  praise 

The  God  who  had  our  helper  been, 
To  Him  the  song  of  joy  to  raise 

Who  had  our  former  troubles  seen. 

Then  from  our  ministers  we  heard 

Words  of  comfort  and  good  cheer, 
Words  that  our  hearts  inspired  and  cheered, 

Words  that  were  welcome  to  our  ear. 

For  us  they  said  should  be  prepared 

A  house  in  which  to  worship  God, 
That  we,  if  still  our  lives  were  spared, 

Should  see  with  joy  this  blest  abode. 


-«= »J< 
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This  work  already  is  begun. 

And,  if  our  God  this  blessing  grant, 
Without  whom  nothing  good  is  done, 

Soon  will  be  met  the  common  want. 

His  blessing  still  on  us  descend, 
Without  it  human  help  is  vain  : 

But  all  who  on  His  love  depend 
That  blessing  surely  shall  obtain. 

To  all  who  helped  us  in  distress, 

Some  special  good  from  Him  be  given, 

His  earthly  courts  be  still  their  place, 
And  afterwards  a  home  in  heaven. 

And  on  this  church  and  congregation 
May  heaven's  benediction  rest, 

And  may  the  God  of  their  salvation 
With  every  blessing  make  them  blest. 


A    THANKFUL    REVIEW   OF    PAST 
MERCIES. 


Y  grateful  soul  would  here  recount 
The  mercies  of  my  days  ; 
But  oh  !  I  feel  their  vast  amount 
Exceeds  my  highest  praise. 

For  health,  and  strength,  and  daily  food, 
For  rest  and  sleep  by  night ; 

For  these  and  every  earthly  good 
To  praise  Thee  it  is  right. 

For  friends  who  love  and  care  for  me 

I  would  Thy  name  adore  ; 
I  know  they  all  have  come  from  Thee, 

And  therefore  prize  them  more. 
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And  many  blessings  still  untold, 
Thy  bounteous  hands  hath  given  ; 

Through  Thy  blest  volume  I  behold 
The  path  that  leads  to  heaven. 

That  lamp  of  truth,  divinely  bright, 
Nought  can  therewith  compare  ; 

It  beams  with  a  celestial  light, 
A  bright  and  morning  star. 

Opened  to  me  this  book  divine, 

This  treasure  from  above  ; 
Wherewith  resplendant  glories  shine 

The  riches  of  Thy  love. 

But  most  I  thank  Thee  for  the  grace 

That  drew  my  heart  to  Thee ; 
'Tis  this  my  loftiest  song  shall  raise, 

That  Thou  should'st  stoop  to  me. 

Oh  !  it  was  love  divinely  great, 
That  Thou  should'st  hear  my  cry  ; 

Recover  from  my  lost  estate, 
And  bring  the  wanderer  nigh. 

And  in  the  hour  of  my  distress, 

When  guilt  and  fear  opprest, 
Should'st  cheer  me  with  Thy  pardoning  grace 

And  give  the  weary  rest. 

My  wounded  spirit  kindly  heal, 

My  burdened  soul  release  ; 
To  me  in  Christ  Thyself  reveal, 

And  fill  with  joy  and  peace. 

Therefore  will  I  Thy  power  extol, 

Thy  saving  name  I'll  praise  ; 
Thy  mercy,  Lord,  is  free  for  all, 

All  may  receive  Thy  grace. 


* 
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All  may  Thy  great  salvation  know, 
May  feel  their  sins  forgiven, 

May  walk  by  faith  with  God  below, 
May  reign  with  him  in  Heaven. 


NOW    WE    SEE    THROUGH    A    GLASS, 
DARKLY. 


For  now  we  see  through  a  plass,  darkly  ;  but  then  face  to  face  :  now 
I  know  in  part :  but  then  shall  I  know  even  as  also  I  am 
known.  I.   Corinthians,  xiii.,  12. 


I 


HOU,  Lord,  in  wisdom  hast  withheld 


The  precious  boon  of  sight ; 
But  to  mine  eyes  of  faith  revealed 
A  brighter,  purer  light. 


To  cheer  my  spirit's  onward  course, 

To  lead  my  steps  to  Thee, 
And  of  that  light  Thou  art  the  source  ; 

Still  let  it  shine  on  me. 

Though  nature's  beauties  are  concealed 

For  ever  from  my  eyes, 
Yet,  through  Thy  precious  word  revealed, 

May  higher  glories  rise. 

All  powerful,  wise,  and  good  Thou  art, 

And  all  Thy  ways  are  right, 
Though  now  I  only  know  in  part 

When  faith  is  changed  to  sight. 

I  shall  behold  Thee,  face  to  face, 

I  shall  Thy  name  adore, 
Shall  see  the  wonders  of  Thy  grace, 

And  serve  Thee  evermore. 
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And  though  my  days,  while  here  below. 

In  darkness  may  be  spent, 
Since  'tis  Thy  will  it  should  be  so, 

I  am  therewith  content, 

I  know  'tis  an  unerring  hand 

That  doth  appoint  my  lot ; 
Though  why,  I  may  not  understand. 

At  this  I  murmur  not. 

For  grace  hath  taught  my  heart  to  say  : 
Thy  will,  not  mine,  be  done  ; 

And  wait  to  see  the  perfect  day 
Where  suffering  is  unknown. 

Convinced  of  sin  in  early  days, 
And  early  brought  to  Thee, 

If  only  faithful  to  Thy  grace 
I  shall  Thy  glory  see. 

The  mystery  then  will  be  explained, 
The  veil  will  be  withdrawn, 

Thy  ways  I  then  shall  comprehend, 
And  know  as  I  am  known. 


A  GRATEFUL  RECOLLECTION  OF  THE 
GOODNESS  OF  GOD. 


fi  O W  great  Thy  loving  kindness,  Lord, 
Which  Thou  to  me  hast  showed  ; 
In  grateful  song  I  here  record 
The  goodness  of  my  God. 

From  earliest  infancy  Thy  hand 
Hath  been  reached  out  to  bless, 

Thy  tender  care  my  life  sustained 
In  perfect  helplessness. 


* 
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In  childhood's  bright  and  sunny  hour, 
When  scarce  a  cloud  appeared, 

Preserved  by  Thine  almighty  power, 
And  by  Thy  goodness  cheered. 

In  rising  youth  upheld  by  Thee, 
And  guided  by  Thine  eye, 

Through  every  stage  Thy  hand  I  see 
In  love  and  mercy  nigh. 

In  riper  years  Thou  still  hast  been 

My  helper  and  my  friend, 
On  Thy  Almighty  arm  I  lean, 

0  keep  me  to  the  end. 

Then  in  that  brighter  world  above 

1  shall  Thy  power  adore, 
Shall  sing  of  Thy  redeeming  love 

And  praise  Thee  evermore. 


RECOVERED     HEALTH     OF    A     HIGHLY 
ESTEEMED     MINISTER. 


ESTORED  to  health  once  more, 
Thy  servant,  Lord,  we  see ; 
Thy  name  we  gratefully  adore, 
All  good  descends  from  Thee. 


&v 


His  life,  in  mercy  spared, 
Still  in  Thy  work  be  spent ; 

A  chosen  vessel  and  prepared, 
Let  him  afresh  be  sent. 

Teach  him  Thy  church  to  build 

In  faith  and  holy  love, 
And,  with  Thy  glorious  spirit  filled, 

Lead  on  to  joys  above. 
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The  gospel  may  he  preach 

With  unction  from  above ; 
The  sinner's  conscience  let  it  reach, 

And  his  salvation  prove. 

Own  Thou  his  ministry, 

Let  many  seals  be  given, 
Who  shall  his  joy  and  glory  be 

And  deck  his  crown  in  heaven. 

All  souls,  oh  Lord,  are  Thine, 
For  all  Thy  Son  hath  died ; 

Make  known  Thy  saving  power  divine, 
Let  Christ  be  glorified. 


REMOVAL    OF    A  SUPERINTENDENT 

MINISTER  AFTER  THREE  YEARS 

OF  ACCEPTABLE  LABOUR. 


HkTOW  in  a  changeful  scene  we  live, 

'V         Where  faithful  pastors  come  and  go  ; 

'  I    To  them  a  willing  ear  we  give, 

*j  And  taught  by  them  the  way  of  life  we  know. 

Once  more  the  period  has  come  round 
When  watchmen  and  their  flock  must  part, 

Sincere  regret  in  many  a  heart  is  found, 

And  tender  friendship  feels  the  painful  smart. 

We,  too,  the  common  grief  shall  feel, — 

One  whom  we  justly  love  must  go  ; 
A  man  of  knowledge  and  of  zeal, 

Whose  like  we  scarcely  hope  again  to  know. 


-* 
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Trained  up  in  learning's  sacred  lore, 

A  patient  student  of  the  book  divine, 
He  loved  its  mysteries  to  explore, 

He  brought  rich  treasures  from  its  precious  mine. 

Oft  on  the  Sabbath's  hallowed  hour 

Under  his  ministry  we  sat, 
The  words  of  truth,  of  loye  and  power, 

From  his  benignant  lips  to  wait. 

A  happy  witness  of  the  truth  he  preached, 
The  Gospel  came  with  no  uncertain  sound  ; 

The  truth  the  people's  conscience  reached, 
A  place  in  many  a  heart  it  found. 

The  careless  sinner  of  his  doom  to  tell, 

He  lifted  up  his  voice  with  power, 
Set  forth  the  terrors  of  an  awful  hell, 

And  warned  them  of  the  coming  judgment  hour. 

The  church  of  God  he  sought  to  raise, 

Clearly  he  pointed  out  the  way 
By  which  the  just  might  grow  in  grace, 

The  perfect  law  of  love  obey. 

His  charge  he  must  to  others  leave. 

Two  highly  gifted  men  will  still  remain, 

Their  faithful  counsel  we  shall  still  receive, 

And  from  their  precious  store  fresh  knowledge  gain. 


REMOVAL    OF    A    FRIEND    TO    A 
NEW    SPHERE    OF    CHRISTIAN    LABOUR. 


i 


ORD,  how  mysterious  are  Thy  ways, 
How  deep  the  counsels  of  Thy  will ; 
Thy  sacred  purposes  of  grace 
In  various  ways  Thou  dost  fulfil. 
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Lo,  from  our  midst  Thou  hast  removed 
A  standard  bearer  of  the  cross, 

One  who  we  justly  prized  and  loved, 
A  worker  in  Thy  glorious  cause. 

So  unpretending  and  sincere, 
So  earnest  in  the  cause  of  truth, 

Endowed  with  gifts  and  graces  rare, 
A  leader  of  the  rising  youth. 

A  pillar  in  the  temp'rance  cause, 

A  hero  of  that  noble  band, 
On  whom  our  future  hopes  repose 

The  moral  glory  of  our  land. 

But  Thou  the  living  stone  didst  raise, 
Thou  hast  a  right  its  place  to  choose  ; 

Thou  didst  inspire  the  life  of  grace, 

Thou  didst  Thy  quick'ning  spirit  infuse. 

And  now  Thy  ruling  hand  we  own, 
And  to  Thy  gracious  will  submit, 

Thou  hast  the  right,  and  Thou  alone, 
To  do  whate'er  Thou  seest  meet. 

Thy  blessing  be  upon  him  still, 
And  let  Thy  grace  with  us  remain, 

Fulfil  in  each  Thy  gracious  will, 

Let  faith  in  Christ  our  souls  sustain. 

Though  for  a  time  in  flesh  we  part, 
Still  may  we  be  in  spirit  one  ; 

Renewed  in  love  and  pure  in  heart, 
Thy  praise  in  all  our  lives  be  shewn. 

Head  of  the  Church,  Thy  grace  we  seek, 
On  all  who  in  Thy  vineyard  toil ; 

Crown  Thou  each  effort,  vain  and  weak, 
Unless  succeeded  by  Thy  smile. 


* 


*- 


So 


IN    MEMORY    OF    AN    AGED   FRIEND. 


SEFUL  and  active  in  his  day, 

Now  from  our  midst  he's  passed  away, 

The  honoured  sire  we  truly  love 

Has  gone  triumphant  to  the  church  above. 

And  while  our  loss  we  deeply  feel, 

We  bow  submissive  to  Jehovah's  will ; 

He  has  the  undisputed  right 

To  call  His  servant  to  His  home  in  light. 

And  though  his  comrades  justly  grieve 
That  he  their  ranks  is  called  to  leave, 
Let  them  rejoice  since  he  has  gone 
To  share  the  triumphs  Christ  has  won. 

Oft  have  we  heard,  in  former  days, 

His  voice  in  prayer,  in  songs  of  praise, 

Favoured  sweet  intercourse  to  share, 

We  swelled  the  song,  responded  to  the  prayer. 

And  though  on  earth  we  join  no  more, 
Yet,  doubtless  on  a  happier  shore, 
If  faithful  still  to  grace  divine, 
We  iu  the  heavenly  song  shall  join. 


IN  MEMORY  OF  A  FRIEND  WHO  HAD 
BEEN  LONG  AFFLICTED. 


*ifi>  ONG  on  life's  stormy  ocean  tossed, 
She  sought  for  home  and  rest  ; 
I  t  But  now  the  flood  is  safely  crossed, 

And  she  is  numbered  with  the  blest. 
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Patient  she  waited  for  the  word 
Which  should  her  soul  release  ; 

Waited  the  coming  of  her  Lord, 
'Till  he  should  bid  her  go  in  peace. 

The  welcome  hour  at  length  has  come, 

From  every  tie  set  free  ; 
Jesus  has  called  his  exile  home, 

His  bright  unclouded  face  to  see. 

And  oh  the  bliss  of  those  who  dwell 
Secure  within  that  holy  place  ! 

No  thought  can  reach,  no  tongue  can  tell, 
Saviour  on  me  bestow  the  grace. 

That  I  till  death  may  faithful  be, 

Thy  counsel  all  fulfil, 
Then  I  Thy  glorious  face  will  see, 

And  evermore  with  Thee  shall  dwell. 


IN  MEMORY  OF  A  BELOVED  RELATIVE. 


fr  HUSBAND,  friend  and  parent  dear 

j\  Has  passed  from  earth  away  ; 

h\  Gone  to  that  bright  celestial  sphere 

^1  To  be  with  Christ  in  endless  day. 

Upright  and  just  in  all  his  ways, 

A  man  of  strict  integrity  ; 
Oh  !  who  will  fill  his  vacant  place 

And  live  like  him  from  censure  free. 

No  thoughtless  word  or  jestings  vain 
Flowed  from  his  guarded  tongue  ; 

A  sober,  thoughful,  christian  man, 
A  bright  example  to  the  young. 


-M 
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From  childhood's  earliest  days 
I  knew  and  loved  him  well ; 

Gentle  and  kind  in  all  his  ways 
His  real  worth  we  ne'er  can  tell. 

But  shall  we  of  our  loss  complain, 

Or  wish  to  hold  him  here  ? 
Our  loss,  to  him  is  endless  gain, 

Therefore  we'll  try  to  meet  him  there. 


IN  MEMORY  OF  A  YOUTHFUL  FRIEND. 


} 


N  life's  fair  morn  the  summons  came 
To  call  our  friend  from  earth  away ; 
But,  trusting  in  the  Saviour's  name, 
It  found  her  ready  to  obey. 


And  now  before  the  eternal  throne 
With  an  illustrious  host  she  stands, 

Victorious  through  His  grace  alone 

Whose  glory  crowns  the  immortal  bands. 

Her  sainted  Father  now  she  finds 

In  that  blessed  world  above, 
With  Him  harmoniously  she  joins 

In  loftiest  songs  of  praise  and  love. 

While  endless  ages  pass  away, 

Their  happiness  shall  still  increase  ; 

Dwelling  in  Heaven's  unclouded  day, 
Jesus  beholding  face  to  face. 


*■ 
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PLEASING    RECOLLECTIONS    OF    MY 

FATHER,  JOHN  WILSON, 

Of  Ball  Green,  in  Sowerby,  who  Died  Aug.  n,  1870. 


,  NITED  on  earth  by  the  tenderest  ties, 
Which  death  itself  may  not  sever, 
I  hope  to  meet  him  again  in  the  skies, 
And  be  with  the  Lord  for  ever. 

But  what  shall  I  say  of  those  happier  days, 
Whilst  in  and  out  before  us  he  came  ? 

I'll  call  forth  my  humble,  yet  sweetest  lays, 
To  show  I  revere  and  honour  his  name. 

Obedient  memory  shall  lend  her  aid 
To  recall  the  scenes  that  are  gone ; 

Thus  a  father's  kindness  shall  be  displayed, 
And  his  portrait  faithfully  drawn. 

His  footsteps  I  lingered  to  hear, 

And,  sweeter  than  music  to  me, 
The  sound  of  that  voice  I  loved  so  dear, 

While  his  form  not  permitted  to  see. 

O'er  the  scenes  of  the  past  shall  memory  rove, 
With  sweet,  though  mournful  pleasure, 

When  a  Father's  presence  and  a  Father's  love 
Was  home's  brightest  and  dearest  treasure. 


'&' 


His  manner  agreeable,  and  pleasant,  and  kind, 
To  spread  peace  and  content  was  his  joy  and 

And  much  to  imitate  in  him  I  find,  [delight, 

Much  my  love  and  esteem  to  excite. 


*.i 
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The  servants  of  Christ  did  he  kindly  regard, 
And  welcomed  them  oft  to  his  home  ; 

Hence,  the  cup  of  cold  water  lost  not  its  reward, 
The  blessing  of  God  on  his  substance  has  come. 

Nor  was  his  benevolence  solely  confined 

To  his  home  or  his  nation's  good, 
His  sympathies  reached  to  the  regions  beyond, 

His  spirit  was  moved  for  the  heathen  abroad. 

By  honest  industry,  prudence  and  care, 

He  sought  for  his  own  to  provide, 
And  now  the  fruit  of  his  labour  I  share, 

And  my  daily  wants  may  all  be  supplied. 

Imperfections  he  had,  I  frankly  admit, 

O'er  which  he  in  secret  did  weep, 
And  oft  before  the  mercy's  seat 

Sought  strength  from  the  Lord  His  precepts  to 

[keep. 
A  painful  infirmity  called  to  sustain, 

He  with  meekness  and  patience  endured  ; 
Nor  wont  to  murmur,  nor  heard  to  complain, 

His  soul  was  to  trial  and  suffering  inured. 

A  sympathy  deep,  endearing  and  tender, 

Existed  betwixt  us  through  life, 
By  infinite  wisdom  now  called  to  surrender 

The  parent  I  love  be  this  my  strife. 

To  prepare  for  those  realms  so  blessed  and  pure, 
N  o  sin,  nor  sorrow,  nor  parting  may  come, 

But  all  who  attain  are  eternally  sure, 

And  dwell  with  Christ  in  their  paradise  home. 

Eyesight  or  hearing  no  longer  imperfect, 
There  no  trace  of  sin  can  be  found ; 

I  shall  behold  each  lovely  object, 

He  shall  drink  in  the  rapturous  sound. 
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Then  mercy  divine  shall  be  our  song 

As  o'er  the  fair  mansions  we  gaze, 
The  praise  that  doth  to  Jesus  belong, 

To  Him  will  we  joyfully  raise. 

'Tis  through  His  all-atoning  merit, 

Through  faith  in  His  precious  cleansing  blood, 
That  I  hope  ere  long  to  inherit. 

That  fullness  of  joy  in  the  presence  of  God. 

Now  with  cheerful  submission  I  wait 
All  the  time  that's  appointed  to  me, 

'Till  He  from  the  body  translate, 
And  the  King  in  His  beauty  I  see. 

At  the  close  of  my  earthly  sojourn 

And  stay  in  this  desert  below, 
To  Canaan  with  songs  I'll  return, 

The  Zion  above,  where  the  ransomed  go. 


A  TRIBUTE  OF  AFFECTION  TO  THE   NAME 

AND  MEMORY  OF  THE  LATE 

JOHN  WILSON, 

Of  Ball  Green,  who  died  August  i  ith,  1870. 


"  And  He  asked  for  a  writing  table,  and  wrote,  saying,  his  name 
is  John."  Luke  /'.,  63. 


H  !  'tis  a  most  endearing  name, 

By  it  the  grace  of  God  is  signified ; 
Also  it  was  the  name  of  Him 

More  dear  than  all  on  earth  beside. 

A  loved  and  loving  father's  name, 
Hereby  is  to  our  mind  conveyed, 

May  all  the  good  that  was  in  him 
Be  in  his  progeny  displayed. 
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Not  annaled  on  the  page  of  fame, 

Or  known  for  many  wond'rous  deeds, 

Yet  cherish  we  his  honoured  name, 
Whose  real  worth  our  praise  exceeds. 

So  kind  and  gentle  was  his  tone, 

It  seems  as  though  we  heard  him  now ; 

His  children  all  will  freely  own, 

They  loved  to  his  sweet  yoke  to  bow. 

Not  in  a  harsh  or  austere  way 

Did  he  announce  his  stern  decree, 

But  rather  would  he  kindly  say, 
Will  you  do  this  or  that  for  me  ? 

Hence  'twas  with  pleasure  and  delight 
His  wishes  promptly  were  obeyed  ; 

To  do  whate'er  was  pleasing  in  his  sight 
Each  one  her  filial  love  displayed. 

Now  that  we  see  his  smiling  face 

And  hear  his  pleasant  voice  no  more, 

We  treasure  up  his  words  and  ways 
In  grateful  memory's  precious  store. 

We  think  of  many  a  season  past, 
While  he  was  with  us  here  below, 

And  hope  with  him  to  meet  at  last, 
Far  from  this  world  of  sin  and  woe. 


37 


IN  AFFECTIONATE  REMEMBRANCE  OF 
A  DEAR  SISTER, 

WHO  DIED  IN  THE  FAITH  AND  HOPE  OF  THE  GOSPEL, 
ON  GOOD  FRIDAY,  APRIL  29th,   1877, 

Leaving  a  husband  and  six  children  to  feel  their 

unspeakable  and  irreparable  loss ;  but  of  her 

it  may  be  said  to  die  is  gain. 


jfpARTH'S  cares  and  woes  no  longer  grieve  thee, 
Its  fading  joys  no  more  deceive  thee  ; 
Thy  weary  spirit  is  now  at  rest, 
Tis  lodged  in  the  haven  of  Jesus  breast ; 
It  has  soared  triumphant  with  Him  to  reign, 
Oh  !  to  die  in  Christ  is  unspeakable  gain. 

This  mortal  life  with  its  suffering  is  o'er, 

Gained  is  the  blest  harbour,  where  storms  beat  no 

The  crown  of  immortal  life  is  thine,  [more ; 

Freely  bestowed  by  grace  divine  ; 

And  a  home  in  glory,  by  Jesus  prepared, 

Through  His  infinite  merit  is  now  thy  reward. 

Then  shall  we  weep  that  thou  art  free  ? 
Except  for  those  that  were  clear  to  thee, 
These  for  tenderest  sympathy  call, 
May  the  blessing  divine  rest  on  each  and  on  all, 
Till  saved  with  thee,  through  mercy  they  stand, 
All  sinless  and  pure  at  God's  right  hand. 

A  mother's  sweet  voice  they  hear  no  more, 

The  eyes  that  watched  them,  see  them  not  as  before, 

Her  guardian  love  no  longer  they  share  \ 
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Then  who  shall  help  this  sad  burden  to  bear  ? 
Shall  tell  them  of  Jesus,  who  only  can  heal 
The  troubled  in  spirit,  and  give  them  to  feel 

That  He  is  a  friend  that  never  can  fail, 

A  friend  to  stand  by  them  when  grief  shall  assail ; 

Who  all  through  life  their  guardian  will  be, 

Bearing  them  safe  o'er  its-troubled  sea, 

And  raise  them  in  death  to  a  home  above, 

For  ever  to  rest  in  His  changeless  love. 

Then,  then  shall  His  love  be  still  their  song, 

While  the  blissful  ages  roll  along ; 

How  sweet  the  employ,  the  Saviour  to  praise, 

To  see  the  end  of  His  wonderful  ways, 

To  hear  from  every  harp  and  tongue 

The  glorious  burst  of  celestial  song. 

Oh  !  be  it  mine  in  this  rapture  to  join 
To  praise  the  Lamb  in  hymns  divine  ; 
To  prove  his  unsearchable  riches  of  grace, 
With  vision  unclouded  on  Him  to  gaze, 
A  victor's  crown  to  cast  at  His  throne, 
Ascribing  all  triumph  to  Jesus  alone. 


LINES    WRITTEN    IN    MEMORY  OF 
A  SISTER, 

WHO  DIED  SEPTEMBER    7th,   1 858,  AGED   1 5  YEARS. 


I 


H  !  sister,  thou  sleepest,  but  not  on  thy  bed, 
The  shroud  and  the  coffin  now  cover  thy  head  ; 
Thou  art  laid  in  dishonour,  by  the  conquerordeatli, 
The  tempest  sweeps  o'er  thee,  thou  hear'st  not  its 

[breath 
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But  only  thy  mortal  part  is  confined, 
Thy  spirit,  the  just  made  perfect  has  joined  ; 
Thou  hast  past  from  this  world  of  trial  and  care, 
And  sweetly  thou  prov'st  what  it  is  to  be  there. 

How  few  were  thy  years,  ere  thy  race  was  run, 
The  battle  fought,  and  the  victory  won ; 
Now  the  crown  of  immortal  life  is  given, 
Thou  hast  reached  thy  blissful  home  in  heaven. 

We  mourn,  but  not  as  those  without  hope, 
Our  spirits,  with  thine,  shall  soon  be  caught  up 
To  share  in  thy  rapture,  the  Saviour  to  see, 
To  fall  at  His  feet,  and  worship  with  thee. 


* 


ALSO  IN  MEMORY  OF  THE  SAME. 


•Tl  EAR  sister,  thou  art  gone  ! 

Y\        With  us  thou  could'st  not  stay ; 

'jl    God  has  resumed  his  own, 

/7         Call'd  thee  from  earth  away. 

Our  loss  we  deeply  mourn, 

Yet  bow  to  God's  decree  ; 
Thou  wilt  no  more  to  us  return, 

But  we  may  go  to  thee, 

Where  sin  can  never  come, 

And  sorrow  is  unknown, 
There,  there  is  now  thy  peaceful  home, 

Before  the  heavenly  throne. 

From  pain  and  care  released, 

Thy  happy  soul  is  free  ; 
In  Jesus  now  supremely  blest, 

I  long  to  be  with  thee 

To  join  the  glorious  throng 

Who  worship  God  above, 
And  in  a  nobler,  sweeter  song 

To  praise  redeeming  love. 


-* 
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A     BIRTHDAY     HYMN. 


H,  God  of  my  life,  to  Thee  will  I  raise 
A  song  of  thanksgiving,  a  hymn  to  Thy  praise  ; 
From  Thy  bountiful  store  my  wants  are  supplied, 
For  the  present  and  future  Thou  still  dost  provide. 

A  year  of  rich  blessing  the  past  hast  been, 
Thy  manifest  goodness  each  day  have  I  seen, 
Each  night  has  witnessed  Thy  love  and  Thy  care, 
Be  fervent  my  praise  and  truly  sincere. 

The  power  my  daily  task  to  fulfil, 

As  thy  gift  I  gladly  acknowledge  still, 

And  work  is  a  pleasure  when  wrought  in  Thy  name, 

When  pure  is  my  motive  and  single  my  aim. 

Such  happiness,  Lord,  'tis  mine  to  enjoy, 
While  still  in  Thy  fear  my  days  I  employ, 
And  Thou  in  Thy  goodness  dost  deign  to  approve 
The  work  of  my  hands,  the  labour  of  love. 

Sweet  memories,  too,  of  each  holy  day 
I  cherish,  though  swiftly  passed  away  ; 
A  pilgrim  below,  still  onward  I  move 
To  share  in  the  joys  of  the  sabbath  above  ; 

'Where  angels  and  saints  unite  to  adore 
The  Mystery  of  Love,  of  Wisdom  and  Power, 
Which  meet  in  Jehovah,  their  God  and  their  King, 
To  Him,  without  ceasing,  loud  praises  they  bring. 


"fe- 
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SABBATH    MORNING. 


Remember  the  Sabbath  Day  to  keep  it  holy. 


RESERVED  by  the  goodness  of  God, 
The  Sabbath  return  we  behold  ; 
Oh  !  how  great  are  the  mercies  bestowed, 
And  their  numbers  can  never  be  told. 

In  His  house  once  more  are  we  met 
Our  vows  and  our  praises  to  pay, 

The  toils  of  the  week  we  forget 
On  this  holy  and  sacred  day. 

How  blest  in  His  worship  to  join, 
How  good  His  commands  to  obey ; 

To  remember  the  precept  divine, 
And  keep  holy  the  Sabbath  day. 

And  still  in  His  name  will  we  meet, 
And  still  for  His  grace  will  we  pray, 

And  bow  before  the  mercy's  seat 
On  this  holy  and  sacred  day. 

Will  join  in  His  praises  below 

While  the  ransom'd  adore  Him  above, 

And  soon  their  full  joys  shall  we  know 
Redeemed  by  His  infinite  love. 

Then  oh  !  when  our  spirits  ascend, 

Made  perfect  through  faith  in  His  blood, 

With  what  rapturous  joy  shall  we  spend 
A  Sabbath  with  angels  and  God. 


"J* 
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WRITTEN  AT  THE  REQUEST  OF  A  FRIEND. 


HAT  shall  I  ask  or  wish  for  thee  ? 
Years  of  increased  prosperity, 
Long  life,  or  health,  or  happiness, 
Or  a  full  cup  of  worldly  bliss. 

Ah,  no  ;  unerring  wisdom  may  not  see 
Fit  that  such  thy  lot  should  be ; 
Be  thou  of  these  good  gifts  possessed, 
Just  in  the  measure  he  sees  best. 

And  when  thy  earthly  course  is  run, 
And  when  the  work  assigned  is  done, 
May  Jordan's  waves  for  thee  divide, 
And  heaven's  bright  gates  be  opened  wide. 

May  an  abundant  entrance  be 
At  length  administered  to  thee 
Into  the  kingdom  of  thy  God, 
Obtained  for  thee  by  Jesu's  blood. 

Thy  lovely  boy,  already  there, 
Has  bid  adieu  to  pain  and  care ; 
He  lives  where  joys  immortal  roll 
In  streams  of  bliss  through  every  soul. 

There,  in  that  world  of  joy  and  light, 
May  the  whole  family  unite 
And  swell  the  rapturous  song  of  praise 
Through  the  vast  round  of  endless  days. 


* 
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GOOD  WISHES  FOR  AN  INFANT,  WHICH 
HAVE  SINCE  BEEN  FULLY  REALIZED. 


N  little  Alice  may  He  shed 
His  blessing  from  above, 
And  round  her  person  may  he  spread 
The  wings  of  His  protecting  love. 

From  early  childhood  may  she  learn 

To  know  the  Saviour's  love  ; 
From  youthful  follies  ever  turn 

And  seek  the  things  above. 

And  in  religion's  pleasant  ways 

Still  may  she  swiftly  move, 
'Till  called  to  see  the  Saviour's  face 

And  reign  with  Him  above. 

Then  with  what  transport  and  delight 

Her  happy  soul  shall  stand, 
With  all  the  saints  who  dwell  in  light, 

To  share  the  joys  at  God's  right  hand. 


ON  THE  BIRTH  of  an  INFANT  DAUGHTER. 

In  reply  to  one  who  quaintly  said  the  Queen  of 
Sheba  had  now  come. 


• 

I 


[birth, 

IS  not  the  Queen  of  Sheba,  nor  a  child  of  royal 
But  dearer  far  than  queen  or  princess  of  earth ; 
An  infant  daughter  safely  born 
Upon  this  joyful  sabbath  morn. 
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The  precious  boon  we  thankfully  receive, 
May  God  in  mercy  spare,  to  her  His  blessing  give ; 
Make  her  the  joy  and  sunbeam  of  her  home, 
Make  and  preserve  her  His,  till  He  in  glory  come. 

And  in  that  day  to  us  unknown, 
When  all  shall  gather  round  the  throne, 
Joyful  may  every  member  meet, 
In  Jesu's  righteousness  complete. 


ON  THE  NAME  OF  AN  INFANT. 


EAR  babe,  in  this  sweet  name  of  thine, 
What  real  excellence  combined  ; 
A  bright  display  of  grace  divine 
Is  here  presented  to  our  mind. 

Mary,  that  virgin  undefiled, 

To  her  was  the  distinction  given 

To  be  the  mother  of  that  child, 
Greater  than  all  in  earth  or  heaven. 

Elizabeth,  that  perfect  one, 

Who  lived  in  all  God's  holy  will, 

In  her  old  age  received  a  son, 
Who  did  the  prophecies  fulfil. 

Thus  were  they  honoured  in  their  day 
Who  loved  and  served  their  God  alone, 

Nor  has  their  memory  passed  away, 
Though  many  ages  since  have  gone. 

So,  like  them,  mayst  thou  live  beneath 
These  honours,  child  ;  I  ask  for  thee 

A  holy  life,  a  happy  death, 
A  glorious  immortality. 


* 
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MORNING   HYMN. 


jr  PARED  through  the  shades  of  night 
A  grateful  song  I  raise, 
Though  I  behold  not  morning  light, 
With  joy  I'll  sing  His  praise. 

Far  purer  light  my  spirit  cheers 
Than  the  bright  sun  can  give, 

A  light  that  scatters  all  my  fears 
From  Jesus  I  receive. 

He's  the  bright  and  morning  star, 
The  day-spring  from  on  high, 

His  rays  are  streaming  from  afar, 
His  cheering  beams  are  nigh. 

On  Him  my  soul  is  cast, 

My  soul  on  Him  depends, 
The  hour  of  darkness  now  is  past, 

And  light  that  never  ends, 

Shall  lead  to  that  bright  home  above 

If  faithful  I  remain  ; 
There  I  shall  see  the  God  of  love, 

The  Lamb  for  sinners  slain. 

'Tis  in  His  name  I  trust, 

Through  Him  I  come  to  God, 

Of  Him  alone  I  make  my  boast 
Who  saves  me  by  His  blood. 


* 
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EVENING    HYMN. 


OR  all  the  blessings  of  this  day 

A  grateful  song  to  Thee  I'll  raise, 
Led  safely  on  my  heaven  bound  way 

Receive,  through  Christ,  my  humble  praise. 


For  strength,  and  health,  and  clothes,  and  food, 
My  friends,  and  every  comfort  here, 

All  testify  that  Thou  art  good  ; 

For  all  I  give  Thee  thanks  sincere. 

The  day  has  closed  in  peace  with  Thee, 
In  peace  and  love  with  all  around, 

Let  peace  remain  on  them  and  me, 
And  grateful  love  to  Thee  abound. 

And  soon  the  last  and  best  shall  come, 
The  day  that  brings  my  full  release, 

When  I  shall  gain  my  heavenly  home, 
The  land  of  rest  and  perfect  peace. 

And  though  no  light  may  cheer  my  eyes, 

The  cross  I  joyfully  sustain, 
I  know  that  Thou  art  good  and  wise, 

Nor  canst  do  anything  in  vain. 

Overruled  by  Thy  Almighty  love, 

And  sanctified  by  grace  to  me, 
I  in  eternity  shall  prove 

'Twas  all  in  mercy  sent  of  Thee. 

Then  shall  I  know  as  I  am  known, 

I  shall  behold  in  clearest  light 
That  all  Thy  works  are  wisely  done, 

That  all  Thy  ways  are  just  and  right. 
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